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“Now hurry and change your 
clothes, my dear, and we'll 
go some place and dance!” 








A REMARKABLE RECORD OF SERVICE 


_.. earned in the hands of 30.000 owners 
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\ | , \ i () \ There is only one real kind of evidence 
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about an automobile and that is owner 


evidence. It is final and conclusive proof —<— It means that day in and day out the car goes out and 
performs. It means that it will ride the highest mountain without running up the thermometer. It 
means you can put it up to top speed and down to nothing without the murmur 


of a valve —Z— It means everything that faithful performance can mean. That’s —§ 
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mobiles.” New 68, $1465; New 78, $1965, f.o. b. factory. De luxe equipment extra. In li ne 


what the New Marmon 8’s mean to their 30,000 owners who say they’re “great auto- 








“Time is not their merry wanton”. . 
from “A Ride in the Cab of the 20th Century Limited” 


By Christopher Morley 


S Christopher Morley points out in the 
charming, whimsical account of his ride 
in the cab of the “Century,” railroad men 
make a rite of “Getting There when you said 
you were Going To.” It is Time they feed 
into the flaming furnace, It is Time that 
flickers in the giant wheels. “Time,” he con- 
cludes, “is not their merry wanton, as she is 
to some of us, She’s their wife, for better 
for worse.” 
That’s why for years the 20th Century, 
the Broadway Limited, the Olympian, and 
other fast fliers of the rails have been started 
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and guided by a watch in which men place 
their utmost confidence—the Hamilton 
Watch, known everywhere for its almost 


uncanny accuracy. 


MR. MORLEY’S STORY — FREE 
Let us send you a copy of Mr. Morley’s beautifully 
written story, illustrated with many unusual pho- 
tographs. Also, “The Timekeeper,” telling some- 
thing of the care with which Hamiltons are made. 
Above is shown the beautiful Wheatland pocket 
model, in 14k filled green or white gold, engraved, 
$50. Also the Hastings strap model, especially 
popular among sportsmen, which may be had in 14k 
yellow or white gold, $85—in 14k filled yellow 
or white gold, $55. Address Hamilton Watch Co., 
899 Columbia Avenue, Lancaster, Pa., U. S. A. 


THE WATCH 
of Kailroad Accuracy 















































“The Salad Bowl,” @ distinGtive feature of Southern Pacific dining cars 


unset Limited 


New Orleans— Los Angeles — San Francisco 


Crisp, savory salad —as many servings as you wish 
— deftly lifted from the big Salad Bowl to sparkling 
china . . . dining cars restocked daily with freshest 
produce of the countryside ... and through the 
car window, clicking past, the fascinating panorama 
of South or West. On to California! 

Only Southern Pacific offers choice of four routes 
to California. Stop over anywhere. Go one way, 
return another, on fast, fine “Sunset Limited”, 
“Golden State Limited’, “San Francisco Overland 
Limited”, or “Cascade’’. 


Southern Pacific 


Four Great Routes 


Please write your address and name below, tear off and mail it to E. W. Crarr, 
traffic manager, 310 S. Michigan Boulevard, Chicago, for free, interesting book 
with illustrations and animated maps, *‘ How Best to See the Pacific Coast”, 














RHYMED REVIEWS | 


All Kneeling 


By Anne Parrish. 





Harper & Brothers 


Or Grecian Helen’s baneful line, 
A girl to set your senses reeling, 
Was Christabel before whose shrine 
Devoted throngs were always kneeling, 


From winsome childhood beamed upon 
By neighbors quaint and Philadel phish, 

She fooled them all but Uncle John, 
Who saw that she was wholly selfish, 


Her verses having made a stir 
Among her friends and near relations 
(You'll know just what her poems were 
From sundry well-devised quotations), 
She sought Bohemian atmosphere 
With Gotham’s pen and pencil shovers 
And tried to help her own career 
By stealing other ladies’ lovers. 


This ruthless Circe, Christabel, 
To please and win the most exacting 
Performed the angel’s rdle so well 


That she herself believed her acting. 


She learned the trick of snaring men 
And dropping them as things de- 
manded, 
And calling them to heel again, 
Yet always seeming sweet and candid. 


The hopes of Elliott she wrecked 
To marry Curtis, free in spending; 
She’s grabbing Nick the architect 


From Ellen when the book is ending. 


The moral, somewhat worn and gray, 
Is not the sort to please the parson: 

A charming jade can get away 
With murder, burglary and arson. 


Arthur Guiterman. 





THE ‘‘DAMNED SHOVEL’’ SCHOOL 


THE PRACTICE, so common in popular books and 
plays, of calling a spade a spade, is bound to 
lead to a reaction. It will not take long for 
the customers to get tired of hearing bad words 
spoken on the stage, and seeing them printed 
in best sellers. We do not predict that the reac- 
tion will take us all the way back to the old- 
fashioned asterisks, but we are confident that 
before long it will be considered more effective 
to call a spade a sp—de. 
—Spokane Spokesman-Review. 





FINE LOOKOUT 

‘“‘DarLiNG,”” cried a young wife as darling came 
home from the office, ‘‘there’s going to be a 
new grocery store in the neighborhood.”’ 

‘‘Well, well!"’ he exclaimed. ‘‘We certainly 
are prospering. We haven’t exhausted our credit 
with the other one yet.’’ 

—American Legion Monthly. 


, 





“J. H. Dean Sets His Interest 1n G1N.”— 
Headline in the Midland (Tex.) Telegram. 


Is it as easy as that?—New Yorker. 
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¢ If your mind is firmly made up that you 
must have ideal radio reception or none 
at all, permit this suggestion. Enquire 
among experienced friends about Kolster. 


Question as many Kolster users as you 


like. ¢ The response will be: “Kolster is a 











fine set.” { To this we have nothing to add. 


You then have sufficient information to 
request a home demonstration. § Kolster 
Model K22, a 6 tube floor model, is illus- 
trated above. Electrically operated with 


synchronous type Kolster Reproducer. 


KOLSTER 


RADIO 


Enjoy the Kolster Program every Wednesday 
evening at 10 P.M. Eastern Standard Time 
over the nation-wide Columbia Chain. 


Copyright by Kolster Radio Corporation, 1928 
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“You surely deserve release 
from work and care. We 
Owe our success to you and 
other men who always gave 
us the best they had. Pay 
days will be provided for 
you, as long as you live, 
out of the Cooperative Re- 
tirement Fund which you 
helped to build. You have 
earned the right to take it 
easy. Good luck!” 
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retire in ease and comfort has been con- 
gratulated, the wise president and board of 
directors who thus show their appreciation of 
faithful service also deserve congratulations. Such 
appreciation inspires new courage in all hearts. 
The interests of capital and labor are insepar- 
ably linked. Through cooperative efforts their 
most difficult problems are being solved. 


a the man who has won the right to 


Many of the biggest employers of labor are 
themselves employees and do not own the 
companies they manage. These men have 
learned that officers as well as men in the 
ranks do better work if they know that years 
of loyal service will be amply rewarded. 


Stockholders expect dividends. Employees ex- 
pect good wages. In wise management there 
is a fair and just division of earnings which 
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Business has welcomed the development of modern pen- 
sion plans which have made possible retirement with a 
fixed income. While, in the past, many privately owned | 
businesses have provided quietly for the needs of retired 
employees, scientific pension systems are a comparatively 
new development. 


Some of the earlier plans, dictated more by good inten- ° 
tions than by sound financing, are so hopelessly involved 


rere @. 4. 4. Ge, 


must be preserved in a delicate balance. Not all 
of the yearly earnings may safely be paid out in 
dividends and pay checks. 


Long-headed business men lay aside money for new 

and more effective equipment when old machines 
shall be worn out. In the same way 
they make plans that permit the honorable 
retirement of veterans and the filling of their 
places by younger men. 


Big business recognizes that it is good business 
to establish the independence of faithful work- 
ers in their later years. By planning together 
for their mutual advantage, employers and em 
ployees can build a sound Retirement Plan 
based on earnings and savings that will pro 
vide a regular, definite income for life. 


No man of spirit wants charity but he does 
want an opportunity to become independent. 


—_—er 








that they will have to be revised or completely abandoned. 


The Metropolitan Life Insurance Company has made a 
<j; comprehensive study of more than 350 different pension 
==" plans in operation today. To employees and employers 

interested in a sound solution of pension problems, the 

Metropolitan will be glad to mail without charge, Booklet 

128-F, “Sound Retirement Plans and What They Should 


Provide”. HALEY FISKE, President. 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY~NEW YORK 


Biggest in the World, More Assets, More Policyholders, More Insurance in force, More new Insurance each year 
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“Yes, sir! The more you make—the more you spend.” 





Eureka! 


“Eo,” said sporting editor number one, 
“Tm stumped for a word to describe how 
Beefus made that winning touchdown— 
that play where he crashed off tackle. 
But I've used ‘crashed’.” 
_ “How about ‘slid’?” volunteered sport- 
ing editor number two. 

“Naw, I used that: ‘Halligan slid 
around end.’ And I’ve used ‘jammed’.” 

““Breezed’ might do.” 

“Used that too. ‘Murphy _breezed 
through center.’ ” 

“‘Well, how about ‘thundered’?” 


>’ > 


“I used that twice—also ‘slammed’. 

“* *Slithered’?” 

“No.” 

“Maybe ‘galloped’.” 

“No. That’s out.” 

“*Tore’ is a good word.” 

“Not when you've used it four times.’ 

“H’m. Well—no. Perhaps—no, you've 
surely used that. Ah! At last! I’ve got it! 
*Ran’!” 

“By golly, Ed, you've hit it. It’s the 
| very word I’ve been trying to think of all 
season. How do you spell it?” 


Parke Cummings. 








ON FIRST OPENING A VANITY 
CASE, AFTER LOSING A LOVER 


I did not shed a tear, my eyes were dry 
When you went out forever from my 
door: 
The tears came when I realized that I 
Need not use kissproof lipstick any 
more. 
Mary Carolyn Davies. 





Jane (at football game): Isn’t Jack 
playing this quarter? 
Mary: No, he’s sitting this one out. 











Tue Littte Boy Wuose Great-Great-Great-GRANDFATHER CAME OVER ON THE 


prepared conversation then proceeded 3 
follows: 

Doctor: Gentlemen, I understand that 
today this bank is going to be honored hy 
a visit from none other than ( raising his 
voice) Norman R. Jaffray! 

Minister: What! Not Norman R 
Jaffray of 162 Glenbrook Road, Stamford 
Connecticut! 

Doctor (consulting his notes): The 
very same. 

STATESMAN: Is it true, as so many peo- 
ple say, that he is of light complexion, has 
narrow eyebrows, a drooping chin, and a 
loose mouth, and is slightly graying at the 
temples? 

Doctor (nodding): Quite so. 

Minister: Five feet two. 

StaTEsMAN: Eyes of blue. 

Doctor: Doo dee doo, dee doo-dee doo! 

A.L: Has anybody seen Mr. Jaffray? 

(They dance for a while, then quiet 
down. Several clerks look around.) 

Doctor: And he’s got curly hair. 

StaTEsMAN (doubtfully): I never cared 
for curly hair. 

Minister (triumphantly): But he’s got 
curly hair. 

Att: So that’s my weakness now! 


“MAYFLOWER” Is SNUBBED BY THE LittLe Girt WHose UNcLe CAMe Over ON THE (At this point I entered, attired in a 
“Cinem Supeease” natty cutaway and silk hat.) 


N. R. J.: Hello, boys. 





Identification Is Vexation 


b I HAVE yet to see the bank 
y that, being confronted with 
Norman a check or a money order 
Jaffray that is palpably my own, 
will believe me when I in- 
sist that I am myself and not an imita- 
tion of four Hawaiians. The general atti- 
tude is that all clients are impostors, and 
that, given an opportunity, they will at- 
tempt to draw out Mr. Mellon’s money 
and close Mr. Ford’s account and receive 
the interest which rightfully belongs to 
Mr. Morgan. “Fidelity” — “Trust” — 
“Surety”—hanh! These are mere hypo- 
critical titles attached to banks that 
wouldn’t trust their own vice-presidents 
around the corner with a Confederate 
quarter. 

I once went to some pains to have an 
artificial mole grafted on my left cheek, 
in order to possess some incontrovertible 
identification mark which no clerk could 
gainsay. Did it work? It certainly did not. 
They gainsaid all over the place. Even 
when I produced the doctor’s certificate 
the paying tellers, when they cashed my 


checks at all, paid me entirely in pennies. | 


Finally, however, I hit upon an expe- 
dient which worked successfully, espe- 








Att: Good morning, Mr. (loudly) 
cially in out-of-town banks where I was | Jaffray! ; 
not known. I arranged for three promi-| N. R. J.: I’ve just stepped in for a mo 
nent citizens of the specified town to con- | ment to cash a money order. A small mat 
verge in the center of the bank a few min-| ter of (yawning) ten thousand dollars. 
utes before I came in. The three of them| Att: Ten thousand dollars! That's a 
(a distinguished statesman, a famous doc- | lot of money. 

tor, and a respected minister) pretended| N. R. J. (dubiously): I don’t suppose 
to meet there by accident. Their carefully | anybody would know me here. (Looks 
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One ADVANTAGE OF THE Rapio 


Gladys Mae, Aged Nine, Is Invited (by her Mother) to Sing a Duet With John McCormack 





about. Six different people, of all waiks of 
life, raise their hats and bow.) 

Minister: Sure they'll know you. 

StatEsMAN: Why, everybody knows 
you, Mr. Jaffray! 

(A floral horseshoe, inscribed “To Nor- 
man R. Jaffray,” is brought in at this 
point by a messenger. Outside the bank, 
a band bursts into music.) 

Doctor: Just go up to the first window 
and tell them who you are. 

N. R. J.: Oh, all right. (Goes over to 
the nearest clerk and smiles shyly.) Good 
morning. I am Charles Lindbergh. 

Crerk (smiling): Oh, no, you're not. 

N. R. J. (winking slyly): Sure I am. 

Cierk (enjoying the joke hugely): You 
can't fool us, Mr. Jaffray! We know you! 

N. R. J. (taken aback): Well, this is 
a pleasant surprise. I was afraid I would 
have difficulty identifying myself. You 
see, I have a rather large check to cash— 
ten thousand dollars, in fact. 

Cierk (not even bothering to look at 
the indorsement): Here you are, sir! (And 
without further delay he pushes the re- 
quired amount over the counter.) 

It sounds easy, doesn’t it? But as a 
matter of fact, the whole thing is a dirty 


lie. I never had ten thousand dollars in INFINITE VARIETY 

my life. And the last time I tried to kid} “You call on a different girl every 
the clerk while cashing a check for $4.50, } night, don’t you?” 

I got kicked out of the bank. “I'll say she is.” 




















SociaL FUMBLE 


The Gentleman Who Has Just Battered and Bruised His Way Eighteen Yards to a Touch- 
down Is Congratulated by His Team-mate, Who Was Offside 
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both men and animals an got to wonder. 
ing why there was so much sorrow in the 
world. Well, son, one night this Pring 
left all his wealth and went far away into 
the woods and there he thought and 
thought—” 

“Didn’t he call up the office or any. 
thin to say he wouldn’t be in?” I asks 
But Pop says: “A Prince don’t have an 
office!” I was wonderin if he wasn’t scared 
to be in the woods all by himself with 
spiders an lions all around maybe, but 
Pop says, ““No—he was tryin to figure out 
the best way to help everybody.” Then 
he looked at me sharp. “Even little boys 
who don’t get good marks on their report 
cards.” I asked him if the Prince had a 
little boy, an he said, “Yes.” So that 
settled the report card question. 

“How long did this man think?” | 
asked, an Pop said, “For days an days, an 
then one day he solved a great big arith- 
metic problem.” I said, “He didn’t copy 
from anybody, did he?” An Pop says: 
“No! Smart men don’t copy.” An he 
looked at me again an I wished I hadn't 

’ made the crack. 

SKIPPY S LETTERS “Where did this man come from, 
Dear Sooxy: a perfect report card.” He fanned me | Pop?” I asked. “He came from the East,” 
Last night I was| with it to bring me to, I guess. He wipes | Says Pop. “As far over as Second Ay. 
Percy L. just about to go to bed|the dew off his glasses an looks me enue?” I said. “Oh, farther than that. 
Crosby when I saw Pop playin] straight in the eye—so —- that I | “Avenue A? I says. Pop patted me on 
quoits with his smoke rings| could feel he knew I needed a haircut | the back an said, “You're getting warmer. 
an I knew he didn’t have nothin on his| behind me. He begins flippin over the | Now if I tell you he came from way over 
mind cause there’s no talk about mort-| big book in his lap an says: the sea—over a long stretch of water, 

gages any more. Since he got an office by| “Once upon a time there was a great| would you know where the East is?” 
himself he goes down on the 9:34. It’s| Prince, who was very sad because he felt An right like that, I says, “Yes— 
causin a lot of talk, him bein a boss] sorry for all the people that had to work | Astoria!” ; 
now. and never got anything for it. He loved “Well, no matter,” Pop says, “Astoria 

When I see him whiffin smoke so free 
an easy, I knew the time come to show 
him the report card. Oh, if they was only 
laws to make teachers write in pencil 
what a ball of taffy we'd be livin on. I 
handed him the card an got to dustin 
off his coat. Then we batted out the old 
silence. My heart got tickin so loud I 
couldn’t catch my breath. Somethin had 
to be done or I'll yell “Fire!” 

“Sooky’s the only friend I got!” 

I looked to see if the walls said it, but 
the mirror give me away. 

Pop pinkyed the ashes off his cigar, 
took a long puff an bupped out smoke 
rings. When he threw his head back, the 
look in his face made me feel I was bal- 
ancin the sky on a pompadour. “Why 
Sooky?” he asks. 

“Cause I feel it,” I told him. 

“Suppose I told you he wasn’t,” Pop 
says. 

“I never would listen to anybody slittin 
Sooky up the back cause he’s my friend 
—I just know it,” I says. Tue Reason 

“I would rather hear those words,” “To what do you attribute your long life?” _ 
says Pop, “than gaze at the impossible— “Among other things, to the fact that the sheriff still don’t know who shot Jim Williams. 























or India, this man was right. His name 
was Buddha an he believed that every man 
carried a bit of Heaven in him an when 
he gave it to the world it came back in 
friendship.” 

He kept talkin an talkin an the next 
thing I knew he was undressin me an 
helpin me get into my pajamas. He 
showed me the half-Nelson again too. 
Then he looks at me kinda steady an 
says: “Remember that prayer, ‘Gentle 
Jesus, meek and mild’—” an I got red in 
the face an said, “Oh, that was a long 
time ago—I say different prayers now.” 
He grabbed me by the hand an said, “A 
regular guy never gets too old for that 
prayer.” So I said it for him. 

Then he hooks me on the chin an 
presses his knuckles against my jaw an 
says, “You'll be a regular guy or you'll 
get that!” So I comes back with a right 
hook an says: “An you'll be a regular 
guy, Pop, or you'll get that!” 

Sometimes, Sook, I feel awful sorry 
that you ain’t got an old man. What’s the 
difference—you can have mine when him 
an me ain’t speakin’. 

Affectionately sincere, 





ANOTHER national election is over 
and the American people must now go 
back to the tabloids for their scandal. 





“Drubble iss, pipple doan’ trus’ us N’ Yorkuss acause dey doan’ unnerstan’ us!” 





A Private Secretary Applies for 
a Position 


Prospective Emptoyer: Whom did you 
work for last? 

Secretary: Mr. J. A. Ginskoff. 

Prospective Emptoyer: Jake Ginskoff, 
ch? Tell me, does he practice putting in 
his private office? 

Secretary: Yes, sir. 

Prospective Emptoyer: I thought so. 


And did he ever play poker there so that 





his wife would suspect nothing when she 
phoned him at his place of business? 

Secretary: Pardon me, but I came to 
ask for a job. 

Prospective Emproyer: I know. Do 
you by any chance remember the number 
he gave when he called his bootlegger? 

Secretary: I do. But I have no— 

Prospective Emptoyer: All right. 
Don’t get indignant. You’re working for 
me now. Hang up your coat and get me 
Jake’s bootlegger. Bill Sykes. 
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SPORTS 


Schedules 


Ar a gathering of football 
people in New York earlier 
in the season, somebody 
passed around some pale blue 
booklets entitled: “1928 Foot- 
ball Schedules from Coast to Coast. Com- 
pliments of the Acorn Press. Omaha, 
Nebr.” It is an established fact that a foot- 
ball fan will read anything on football, 
even including “A Report of the Rules 
Committee with Regard to the Question 
of the Ball Rolling into the End Zone 
and Causatory Impetus Thereof. See Rules 
XIV, XV, XVII, all sections, et seq.” 

So they read these pale blue booklets 
and scrutinized the schedules. In some 
parts there was interesting reading. Under 
“University of Wyoming,” for instance, 
the first item was: “Sept. 22: Spearfish at 
Laramie.” Investigation proved that it was 
a football game, after all, and not, as was 
hastily suspected, either a misprint or a 
date to go fishing. 

A bit farther down there was an item 
in the schedule of the Haskell Indians, to 
wit: “Oct. 202—Open. Score last year be- 
tween same opponents: 13-0.” That left 
the matter somewhat in the air, if not 
open at both ends. It seemed to indicate 
that, though Haskell had won last year, 
the Open eleven was eager to come back 
for more. As the captain of the team ex- 
pressed it, “I’d die for dear old Open!” 


The Holy Cross schedule included a 


Kieran 





game with Fordham on Oct. 20 but the 
Fordham schedule included the notice: 
“Oct. 20—Pending.” Possibly Holy Cross 
wired “The Acorn Press” that the game 
was to be played but kept the secret from 
Fordham as long as possible. As things 
turned out, Holy Cross didn’t keep the 
secret long enough, because Fordham 
heard about it in time to keep the engage- 
ment and depart from Worcester with the 
long end of the score and all the loose 
change of the students of Holy Cross. 

But observation of the more important 
and more accurate items in the little blue 
booklets leads one to ponder on the ob- 
vious lopsidedness of some schedules. 
Take Notre Dame (I don’t mean the way 
Georgia Tech “took” Notre Dame—but 
just for instance). The Rockne Rovers 
have a (partly used) 1928 schedule that 
calls for only three games at home in dear 
old South Bend and six games on foreign 
fields. 

The Yale, Harvard and N. Y. U. sched- 
ules are mentioned because they are so 
different. These Alice-Sit-by-the-Fires each 
play only one game away from home all 
season. With N. Y. U. this may be just an 
accident but with Yale it is a policy and 
with Harvard it is a conviction. The 
effort to keep collegians (football players 
included) on their own campus all season 
is thoroughly laudable, but suppose all col- 
leges pursued the same open-hearted and 
liberal policy? 

Well, Bill Bingham, Director of Ath- 
letics at Harvard, supposed this very thing, 
and did his supposing before the sacred 
pundits at Cambridge, too. He said out 
loud that it was discourteous and not alto- 
gether sporting to insist on playing in your 
own backyard all the time. He couldn’t 
see why Harvard couldn’t play at Dart- 














Auto TuirF: Ah! This is just the kind of truck I’ve been looking for. 








UNpDeER THE PERMANENT WaAves 


Showing How the Mermaids Get 
Their Curls 





mouth if Dartmouth was obliging enough 
to play at Harvard. The Crimson pursues 
that fair policy in all other sports; in base- 
ball, basketball, hockey and such games. 
But in football the attitude is: Come to 
Cambridge or you can’t meet Harvard. 

However, this may be barking up the 
wrong tree. Few big college football teams 
have objected to going to Cambridge in 
recent years. After colliding with other 
elevens, it was such a pleasure to meet 
Harvard. 





Companionate 


WHEN I was married to Eugene 
We lived in Sullivan’s Addition. 

He wouldn’t bother, what I mean, 
With social stuff, or good position. 

So me, I up and left him flat; 

I like nice things, and all like that! 


And, gee! You’d ought to see me now! 
My Bob is sure a willing spender. 
He travels with the Class, and how! 
And ev’ry night—another bender! 
Why, say! With what I blow on Bob, 
I’ve had to get a better job. 


A. M. S. 





InvENTOR (to capitalist): This, sir, 1s 
an epoch-making machine. 

Capiraist: Is it? Then let me see it 
make an epoch. 





Tue secret of the modern flapper, 
in five words: It’s all done by mirrors. 








—_—_ 


MRS. PEP’S DIARY 





October 23—Tossing early 
on my cot, vexed with my 
husband for sleeping so 
soundly and sonorously 
when I could not get a 
wink, so pondered this and that, in espe- 
cial where Sam would live should I die, 
and why a pound of caviar always seems 
smaller than a pound of anything else, 
until it was time for my breakfast and 
the nurse did come to give me my treat- 
ment, and during the course of our talk 
she did use the word “tautological” and 
reduce “different” to its original Latin, 
which caused me to think that mayhap 
she was like the poor old schoolteacher in 
“War Among Ladies” who found, after 
a stormy and profitless career in peda- 


Baird 
Leonard 





gogy, great satisfaction in being a parlor- 
maid. This afternoon to see “Strange | 
Interlude,” and it did strike me as odd | 
that the leading woman should have wor- 
ried so much about insanity in her hus- 
band’s family when she herself was as 
neurotic as they come, and I did say al 
to Louise Black, my hostess, who replied 
that a doctor had told her we should never 
speak about neuroses in another without 
first getting a clean bill for ourselves, and 
it is probably the truth. Joining Clara | 
Cady and Florence Witherspoon in the | 
dinner interval, we all to a public, where | 
I could have nought but an oyster stew, | 
but the others did well in Philadelphia ' 
pepperpot, chicken casserole with noodles, | 
broccoli and raspberry ice. So back to the | 
play, amused to find a slight odor of gin 
pervading the audience and also that the 
three young men behind us did not re- 
turn. 


Ocroser 24—An unexpected package ar- | 
riving early which I was all a-twitter to 
open, and it was a great Shefheld tray 
from Samuel, sent to me out of a clear 
sky, which I do think is the ideal source 
of a present. So, very happy, to an inn to 
call on Georgie Richardson, here from 
Chicago, and she did tell me how, when 
she was driving in from Wheaton the 
other night in her father’s car, which has 
a canvas-covered baggage rack atop it, 





she was suddenly stopped by five bandits, 





“The idea! Has that 


fot y 


lai? 
iv 
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woman no shame? 





own teeth fairly chattering in his head, 
and how when it had been ascertained 
that there was no liquor in either the car 
or rack, the gunmen had instantly with- 
drawn, the youngest one saying, as he 
closed the door, “I’m sorry, lady!” Lord! 
had such a thing happened to me, I should 
not be alive to tell the tale, but apparently 
such things are so a matter of course to 
the poor Chicagoans that Georgie’s 
daughter Bluford, hearing the news over 
the telephone whilst she was at dinner 
in Detroit, forgot even to mention it until 
after the coffee had been served. Home 


one placing his gun against the chauffeur’s | betimes to take my rest, reading in the 
temple and the other four leveling their |journals of the death of George Barr Mc- 


Weapons at her, and how the young man 


with her had bade her be calm with his 


Cutcheon, and the news did mind me of a 
Christmas day when I was very young and 


a youthful suitor did bring me a copy of 
“The Sherrods,”’ and how his mother had 
later told mine that he had driven her 
well-nigh to distraction getting her to put 
what he considered the proper twist to 
the wide red ribbon which bound it. This 
night to see “Earl Carroll’s Vanities,” a 
lively and colorful show, buying after- 
wards a record of “Once in a Lifetime 
Someone Comes Along,” playing it when 
we reached home until Sam was fearful 
that the neighbors might take action. 








HIGHLY IMPROBABLE FABLE 
ONcE upon a time a candidate went out 
the day after election and took down all 
his campaign signs and cards. 
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One of the points in 

which this felicitous re- 

public is superior to the 

effete Old World is that 
the Europeans, as a general rule, hold 
their elections whenever they get heated 
up about some particular question; so 
that the election answers that question 
either Yes or No, and somebody is bound 
to be disappointed. We hold our elections 
at fixed intervals, and whatever topics 
happen to be exciting various sections of 
the country or classes of the population 
at the moment become the issues. Once in 
a long while a single question comes to 
overshadow the rest, as did free silver in 
1896; but as a rule the issues are so 
jumbled that no matter how the election 
comes out, you can always hold that the 
people voted Yes on whatever question 
lies nearest your heart. Happy is the na- 
tion in which everybody can win; or in 
which thinking you have won is, for the 
time being, as good as winning. 

One issue that was bound to be affirmed 
this year, whoever won, was the main- 
tenance of prosperity; the parties laid a 
somewhat different emphasis on it, but 
they were both for it. That was natural 
enough; what might have surprised the 
foreign observer was the amount of lung 
power expended on impressing the voters 
that they were both for it. It might have 
been taken for granted that no party 
would want to shove the country down- 
hill toward ruin. And the foreigner might 
have been surprised still more if he had 
taken a close look at this prosperity whose 
maintenance was so important. He would 
have found it generally admitted that the 
farmers are not prosperous; he would 
have heard it asserted by the opposition, 
and conceded, though not very loudly, by 
the party in power, that a good many 





people are out of work. This renowned 
prosperity, then, must reside principally 
in the industrial classes; the prosperous 
people are the American manufacturers. 

And what do the American manufac- 
turers say about it? The president of their 
National Association, a few days before 
election, estimated that forty per cent of 
the factories in the United States are oper- 
ating at a loss. No wonder he commented 
that ‘““America has never been confronted 
by so many grave problems and dangers 
as at this feverish moment.” The foreign 
observer might have been excused for sup- 
posing that the main thing about pros- 
perity was “Try and get it,” not “Try 
and keep it.” But the invincibly opti- 
mistic American spirit remains persuaded 
that the nation is prosperous, even if the 
people one knows are not. 


THanks to that same optimism, these 
statistics, even if accurate, are not quite 
so ominous as they sound. There has 
never been a time when a good many 
American factories were not operating at 
a loss in the hope that the loss might pres- 
ently be turned to a profit; and thanks 
either to our virtues or our luck, or per- 
haps a combination of both, that hope 
has generally, in the long run, been jus- 
tified. 

But things are happening to American 
industry that have never happened before. 
On the whole, it has the home market 
pretty much to itself; our imports are 
mainly imports of raw materials. And 
the home market is sold up, gorged with 
about as much as it can hold. So (quot- 
ing, again, the President of the National 
Association of Manufacturers, whose 
opinion is presumably not only expert, 





i 
but as optimistic as the situation justifies) 
“of practically all commodities which 
America can produce it is producing reo. 
ularly from fifteen to thirty per cent more 
than it has the capacity to consume, 
dispose of profitably in other markets,” 

How have we managed, so far, to dis. 
pose of that surplus? As everybody knows 
we have taken care of the overproduction 
of the present by selling it to the future. 
on the installment plan. We load oy. 
selves with all that we want, and trug 
that some day we can pay for it. But 
when that some day comes we shall stil] 
be loading ourselves up with more com. 
modities to be paid for in a still more 
distant future; and as the productivity of 
American industry increases the date of 
payment must be pushed farther and 
farther ahead. It takes a truly heroic 
optimism to believe that this sort of thing 
can be kept up forever. There must be a 
limit to the amount of goods we can 
actually consume; certainly there is a limit 
somewhere, in time and in capacity, to 
the ability to pay for them. 

Two or three years ago, in the height 
of Coolidge prosperity, cheerful econ- 
omists told us that the old theory of the 
business cycle, the inexorable alternation 
of good times and hard times, had been 
exploded; that we had discovered a magic 
formula that would keep good times go- 
ing on forever. But that magic formula 
was only the increase of consumption on 
the deferred-payment plan to keep up with 
production; and if consumption reaches 
its limit, there is only one way to redress 
the balance. We must decrease production 
—work fewer hours; lay off men; ulti- 
mately, if need be, shut down factories. 
That means less money distributed as 
wages; which means defaulting on in- 
stallment payments; which means a still 
further decrease in production, and so on. 
It looks as if dat ole devil business cycle 
were still alive and kicking. 


InveEp, the harder you look at our te 
nowned prosperity, the more curious 
things you discover. An earnest citizen 
was lying awake the other night worry: 
ing about the way the world is going, 
and his inability to do anything about tt. 
As his sleepless fancy wandered, he began 
to play with the notion of what he could 
do if he were gifted with omnipotence 
and enabled to perform any and every 
miracle that he thought the situation 
might require. It occurred to him that 
the worst thing in the world today is the 











“Why, hello, Sergeant! I just stopped in to see if there’s any 


prevalence of crimes of violence; and that 
as his first miracle he would ordain that 
whoever should attempt a killing or a 
robbery should be paralyzed in his tracks. 
That, he thought, would solve a good 
many problems Then he thought 
again. 

And upon second thought, he _per- 
ceived that if crimes of violence were 
abolished millions of policemen the world 
over would be thrown out of work; 
policemen and payroll guards, and watch- 
men, and the chauffeurs of armored cars 
would join the unemployed already clus- 
tered on the sidewalks. The textile trades, 
already depressed enough, would be de- 
pressed still further by the disappearance 
of the demand for uniform cloth; manu- 
facturers of safes and vaults would be 
thrown into bankruptcy; arms manufac- 
turers would feel the loss of the under- 
world trade and the disappearance of the 
demand for pistols from householders and 
business men in need of protection; and 
the majority of criminal lawyers would be 
compelled to devote to other callings tal- 
ents adapted, as a rule, only to the practice 
of criminal law. And having reflected on 
the effect which such a tremendous dis- 
location would have on a business system 
already running pretty close to the margin 
of profit, this earnest citizen decided, as 
he turned over and went to sleep, that it 








was just as well that he could perform no 
miracles. Without crime, he concluded, 
there could be no prosperity. 

Perhaps there is something wrong with 
his reasoning; but there seems to be some- 
thing wrong with pretty nearly all the 
reasoning that so excitedly goes on about 
the Great American Phenomenon. 

Elmer Davis. 


—Life Lines— 
Fottowinc the big games this week, a 
lot of our most prominent universities 
are certain to be in the market for some 
new goal posts. 

JL 

thoroughbred, beauti‘ul 
large male dog, age four months, price $15, 
worth $75; also female bull, sister to above dog, 


same age, five dollars.” A-447 
24097 —Toronto Telegram. 


**NEWFOUNDLAND, 


Dip you say she was his sister? 
JL 


Tue Swepish GoveRNMENT has 
sent the chief of its liquor control system 
to this country to study Prohibition. 
Which, as we think it over, is one of the 
most delicate compliments yet paid to 
the efficiency of the American boot- 
legger. 

£8 L 
“Dr. and Mrs. Ralph Chappell have returned 





mail for me.” 


from abroad. He attended a nose and throat in- 
stitute and she took vocal culture.'’—Indianapolis 
Medical Journal. 
Mosr Americans go to Europe merely to 
get a good gargle. 

a 


EveryTHING comes to him who 
waits—including the Notre Dame foot- 
ball team. 

si 


‘‘RueumaTisM—Mrs. A. S. Lohman, 54 E. 
3d ave., will gladly tell anyone how she got 
rid of her rheumatism."’ 
-Denver Post. 


| Wit someone kindly drop a hat? 


c 5 
Ten whole days have passed since 
Election—but we have yet to see a col- 
lapse of our national prosperity, a reduc- 
tion in the number of speakeasies, or a 
relieved farmer. 
n & 


‘‘Are more voters influenced by the elusive 


| qualities of personality of the speaker than by 


profound discussion of the serious is  uess 


?etaaHRDLUeyoRDLYNU—U issues?*’ 
-Richmond News-Leade 
We t, that’s the way the election turned 


out. 
ie 


In the movies just now it seems 
to be a survival of the I-est. 
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THE 
THEATRE 





Harpo, Groucho, Chico, Zeppo 
and Karl 


Ir we were one, or all four, 
of the Marx Brothers we 
should be a little confused by 
the judgments passed on us 
by the two visiting British 
journalists now on the staff of the N. Y. 
World. Mr. St. John Ervine, exercising 
his unquestioned prerogatives as the guest 
of a free country, was not pleased with 
the new Marx show, “Animal Crackers.” 
On the other hand, his countryman and 
colleague, Mr. William Bolitho, was so 
impressed by it that he wrote an apprecia- 
tion in the same journal which must have 
thrown Die Gebriider Marx into a panic 
of apprehension. We are afraid that from 
neither critic did they derive much prac- 
tical help in their work. 


by 
Robert 
Benchley 


Mr. Ervine had probably heard too 
much about how funny the Marx 
Brothers were, a fatal preparation for 
any critical viewing. Someone might 
have told him, however, that Zeppo 
Marx is not supposed to be funny and 
thus have saved him from being so upset 
by the discovery when he made it. It 
must be difficult, in dealing with so 
strange a tongue as American, to tell 
right off-hand whether an actor is sup- 
posed to be funny or not. We may also 
perhaps attribute a little of Mr. Ervine’s 
coolness in the face of Groucho Marx’s 
barrage of wise-cracks to a certain un- 
familiarity with the words used. For, 
from Mr. Ervine’s own genial attempts 
to be colloquial in the vulgate, we are 
quite sure that he couldn’t have under- 
stood more than a third of Groucho’s 
highly modern references. Chico Marx, in 
spite of having the answers in one of 
the most devastatingly mad scenes in mod- 
ern drama, left Mr. Ervine neither one 
way nor another, and it was only Harpo, 
who speaks the universal language of 
pantomine (and lechery), who registered 
with the visiting commentator. All in all, 
ee nearly a wasted evening for Mr. 
rvine. 


But even Mr. Ervine’s disapproval must 
have been more comprehensible to the 





Marx family than Mr. Bolitho’s enthusi- 
asm, for the latter understood them bet- 
ter than they probably understand them- 
selves. As so often happens these days 
among earnest critics, deep and signifi- 
cant symbolisms were read into this 
harlequinade which, if generally accepted, 
would lower clowning to the level of a 
Channing Pollock moralit drama. 
Harpo is, to Mr. Bolitho, “the simplest 
member to understand,” and yet he is a 
“suppressed wish-complex.” We wonder, 
or rather Mr. Bolitho wonders, “at the 
inviolable mutism he keeps proper to his 
extrahumanity, at his phantom tricks 
which belong to a largely incommunicable 
dream world.” Harpo should know about 
this. 

“Groucho,” says Mr. Bolitho (and he 
may be right), “is at the same time less 
elemental and more complicated.” We 
learn that he is the sublimation of the 
Jews’ attitude toward life, “the exterior- 
ization of this faithful power of laugh- 
ing at themselves.” The group, as a fam- 
ily, may possibly “immortalize themselves 
and become stock characters as enduring 
as the angel and the devil of the Tal- 
mudic legend.” Of the two British 
opinions, we think we would rather 
have Mr. Ervine’s condemnation. At 
least, he can plead ignorance of what it 
was all about. 


Tue Marx Brothers ought to be very 
easy to enjoy. We find it absurdly simple. 
In the first place, we know the language, 
which is a great help, and, in the second 
place, we don’t stop to think whether we 
are laughing at Harpo’s inviolable mutism 
or because he is just comical. When 
Groucho says to Chico: “You look like 
Emanuel Ravelli,” and Chico says: 
“I am Emanuel Ravelli,” and Groucho 
retorts: “No wonder you look like 
him. But I still insist there is a re- 
semblance,” we detect no symbolism of 
an oppressed Jewry, but rather a magnifi- 
cently disordered mind which has come 
into its own. And in Chico’s suggestion 
that, in order to see if the stolen paint- 
ing is perhaps hidden in the house next 





door they first build the house next door 
we can end nothing which would qualify 
the brothers for participation in a Tai. 
mudic legend, but rather something 
which makes them a frantically transitory 
comet formation which we can proudly 
tell our grandchildren of having seen one 
night in 1928. For we doubt that the 
Marx Brothers have any successors. 


<<) 


ANoTHER production which we shall be 
proud to remember for our grandchildren 
is Hamilton MacFadden’s “Gods of the 
Lightning,” by Maxwell Anderson and 
Harold Hickerson. In recounting in 
faithful detail the late Sacco-Vanzetti 
case, the authors and producers took a 
chance of incurring the displeasure of all 
law-abiding citizens who believe in letting 
the dead past bury its dead, especially if 
there happens to be any grounds for un- 
easiness concerning their death. 

Having certain very strong personal 
feelings in the matter, we were afraid that 
it was these which caused us to thrill 
at “Gods of the Lightning,” and not any- 
thing inherent in the drama itself. But 
we found that even those members of 
the first audience who had watched the 
real case proceed with equanimity were 
stirred as they had seldom been stirred at 
any play, and the general sentiment, free 
from bias, was that something very stark 
and powerful had been added to our 
national theatre. The acting added to the 
impressiveness of the occasion but we 
could have wished that Miss Sylvia Sid- 
ney’s hysterics at the final curtain might 
have been omitted. The stroke of twelve 
on August 22, 1927, was solemnly dr 
matic enough for any final curtain. 

If the producers of “Gods of the Light 
ning” are intrepid enough to take it 
Boston, we have a theatre-party all made 
up who would have a thoroughly ur 
comfortable time sitting through it. We 
doubt very much, however, that the 
august courts of the Commonwealth of 
Massachusetts would permit it to open. 
The Law must preserve its dignity. If it 
doesn’t, who will? 





The Confidential Guide to current plays 
will be found on page 26. 
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The Sneering Section 


Mayse, after all, the an- 

by nouncers of football games 
Agnes aren’t entirely to blame. May- 
5 ith be the little groups that gath- 
at er around the radio these 
Saturday afternoons aren’t what you 
would call a perfect audience. It can’t be 
any fun describing a game to a group of 
enthusiasts who know more about foot- 
ball than Knute Rockne, Hurry-up Yost, 
Charles Crowley or Bill Roper. It can’t be 
any great lark to report a game when 
you know that you are breaking the 
hearts of at least half your audience; and 
when you know that the listeners are un- 














Farmer TwANKs Bumps HIMSELF AN AiR- 
Mai LetTTer-Box 





der the delusion that you are making up 
the whole thing out of your head, and 
hold you responsible for every unsuccess- 


ful forward pass. 


So here is why our home is turned into 
a madhouse every Saturday afternoon. 


Tue Announcer: Fourth down. One 
yard to gain. They're getting set for a 
kick. 

Tue CHEERING section: Oh, the lily- 
livered shrimps! Only one yard to gain 
and they kick! At this stage of the game 
and with the score what it is. Why don’t 
they try the line? They’ve been going 
through the line. Why can’t they take 
a chance? Football isn’t what it used to 
be. Too damned cautious. Too damned 
polite. Always playing safe, They just lie 
down without a fight, that’s what they 
do. That’s what the radio has done to 
football. 

Tue Announcer: They've fumbled the 
ball! Yes, Gibley of Acorn fumbled the 
ball on Acorn’s nine-yard line. And about 
fifty Chestnut Tech men fell on it. 

Tue Cueertnc Section: There! What 
did I tell you? That man McNamee is the 
greatest louse unhung. See that—he plays 
favorites! Well, it’s all over now. The 
game is as good as lost. And this is the 
last time I'll listen to anything that Mc- 
Namee broadcasts. 

Tue Announcer: Let’s see what’s hap- 
pening now. They’re taking out Number 
77 and Number 22 is going in. 

Tue CuHeertnc Section: Listen to the 
fool! Say, you, out there! Nobody’s been 
around this house selling programs. How 
do we know who Number 77 is? Why 
can’t you tell us who is Number 22? 
You’ve got a program in front of you, 
you half-witted sap. Can’t you read the 
names? 

Tue Announcer: The quarter’s over. 
Now I'll let you listen to the music of the 
Army Band. 

LEADER OF THE CHEERING SecTION: I'll 
turn to the Notre Dame game and see 
what’s going on out there. 

FEMININE Voices: Can’t we listen to 
the cadets play? 

Tue Cueerinc Section: Shut up! We 
want to hear what’s going on! 

Feminine Voices: But the music is the 
best part of the game! 

Tue Announcer: There seems to be 
some sort of disturbance down on the 
field. Let’s see what’s going on. Oh, the 
cops are chasing a boy in a raccoon coat. 
The boy seems a little—ah—a little too 
full of spirit. He’s trying to fight the 


cops. 


Tue Cueerinc Section: The great big |< 


bums! Can’t they let the kid have a good 
time? That’s cops all over. Always pick- 








“Boy, here’s where I catch hell!” 














“Why, Columbia, you are not leaving?” 
“T is, boss; dey tells me you is one of dem ghos’ writers.” 





ing on someone half their size. Very 
brave, I must say. Seventy-five big, beefy 
cops chasing one poor little Freshman who 
isn’t doing anything to anybody. This is 
getting to be a fine world, all right! 

Tue ANNouNcER: One minute to play 
and I guess it is all over. The Grasshill 
boys put up a game fight, but they were 
outclassed all the time. 

THe CHEERING Section: Yah! Is that 
so? What do you mean “outclassed”? 
That first touchdown was a fluke, wasn’t 
it? There is some doubt whether it ought 
to count, isn’t there? You said so at the 
time, didn’t you? And that second touch- 
down was just a lucky break, wasn’t it? 
Those were your very words, weren’t they? 
At the time you said, “That was a lucky 
break.” But now you're playing Mr. 
Know-It-All, Mr. I-Told-You-So. Do you 
know what kind of man you are? Well, 
you're the kind of man that kicks a fel- 





low when he’s down. Good afternoon to| 
you! I hope you’re in a train wreck on the 
way home. 


THERE are several complaints that may 
legitimately be leveled against Graham 
McNamee. But we don’t think he ought 
to be saddled with the entire responsibility 
for the fumbles and bonehead plays in the 
games that he reports. 





‘he Big Business Man’s Infant| 
Sons Go into Conference 


“J. W., what’s your reaction to our new 
nurse?” 

“Thumbs down, E. J.” 

ae : a a 

She doesn’t seem to click. 

“Check.” 

“There’s no room in an organization 
like ours for a girl like that, J. W.” 





| Saturday, and I'll ask Mother if she can't 


| 


“Absolutely none. We want a nurse 
with vision.” 

“Keeping her on the payroll is an eco- 
nomic waste. 

“Exactly, E. J.” 

“I understand she’s supporting half a 
dozen brothers and sisters.” 

“We can’t let sentiment interfere with 
sound, business-like judgment.” 

“She’s a pretty little thing, though. | 
rather hate to see her dropped from our 
organization.” 


“Tell you what, E. J. We'll let her go 





give her part-time work wheeling me 

around for an hour or so each day.” 
“Like thunder you will, J. W.! I saw 

her first!” Chet Johnson. 





Brown: I’m a self-made man. 
Jones: That’s what comes of employ- 
ing cheap labor. 
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A THOUGHT: 


4 It is better to be 
§ something than to 
have something. 
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WEATHER 
FORECAST: 


Partly Cloudy. 
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EDITORIAL 








We cannot say that the elec- 
tion of the 6th inst. went 
exactly to our liking, but we 
never saw an election that 
did, nor yet an election that 
went just opposite to our de- 
siderata. And yet we must 
admit that after the elections 
went the way we did not like 
them to go, things went on 
all right, or certainly no 
worse than usual. And when 
things went our way nothing 
very good happened, or cer- 
tainly no better than usual. 
So we've just about de- 
cided that the next time 
there’s an election we won’t 
care what happens and will 
refuse to get excited, because 
what’s the difference any- 
way? Nevertheless, it is al- 
ways the citizen’s sacred privi- 
lege, nay duty, to take a 
lively interest in public af- 
fairs and vote, because if he 
neglects to do so, what will 
become of our vaunted rep- 
resentative government? 








LOCAL NEWS 











a 
INDIANA 


An optimist is a feller who 
says, “‘Ha, ha, we'll win th’ 
next time.”* 


@ Earl Derr Biggers, author 
0 “Seven Keys t’ Baldpate,’’ an’ 
other successful novels, wuz a 
welcome caller at our office re- 
cently. Mr. Biggers, years ago 
when he wuz a copy reader fer th’ 
Bobbs-Merrill Company, helped 
me t’ assemble my first book, an’ 
recalled durin’ his visit that I re- 
marked at th’ completion o’ th’ 
job, “I hope t’ I at least 
git a blue serge suit out of it.”’ 








“Just Pups” 
Let us not forget that, as this issue of Home Lire goes to press, the dog 
is man's best friend. 





****T don’t believe I kin re- 


call any other election where rum 


peddlers, Baptists, oil grafters, 
drunkards, charmin’ _ hostesses, 
prohibitionists, tariff reformers, 


beer czars, Methodists, union men, 
burglars, magnates, home _ brew- 
ers, an’ reformers, all got t’gether 
on th’ same candidate. 

ue All th’ tricks o’ politics, 
th’ speeches, th’ perades, th’ 
whispered stories, th’ prosperity 
bunk, brass bands, flag wavin’ an’ 
promises, are designed t’ sway th’ 
ignorant, an’ I believe th’ Repub- 
lican party has th’ edge when it 
comes t’ designers. 


***Tafe Bud has sold his 


brown derby t’ a trombone player. 


***Meredith Nicholson, au- 
thor o’ ‘*Th’ Cavalier o’ Ten- 
nessee,"’ Elmer Davis, author o’ 
“Giant Killer,"’ an’ McCready 
Huston, author o’ ‘‘Dear Sena- 
tor,’’ supposed t’ be th’ low-down 
on Indianny politics, all famous 
Hoosiers, visited th’ Halle Book 
Fair at Cleveland, last week, an’ 
called on th’ trade. 


***Ye correspondent has dedi- 
cated his new book, ‘‘Barbed 
Wire,”’ t’ th’ farmer ‘‘who’s up 
agin ever’thing but th’ gout.”’ 

***Editor Cale Fluhart, o’ th’ 
Weekly Sliphorn, who took t’ his 





bed worryin’ o’er th’ significance 
o’ th’ heavy registration, wuz able 
t’ worry down an egg t'day. 


Abe Martin. 


SPOKANE 
Mercnants say the farmers 
hereabouts are buying bigger vic- 
trolas and louder radios than ever 
before. They say they never knew 
an election to have such quick re- 
sults. 


***R. C. Dillingham has re- 


tired from the paint business, hav- 
ing managed to save a little of the 
root of all evil while he was saving 
the surface. : 


u* The police force has had 
another shakeup, but looks about 
the same. 

***As after every election, to 
the victors belong,the spoils, but 
there is some complaint among the 
boys of an acute spoils shortage. 


***Lester Livengood, of the 
Taxpayers’ Economy League, after 
telling the city, county and school 
board fathers how much they 
could spend next year, went and 
got married. He sends word that 
he is still for economy, however. 


***Wilbur Greenough is go- 
ing to move his grocery store 
nearer to where the customers are, 





also to a place where the ladies 
can park their town cars while they 
are pricing prunes. 


Stoddard King. 


PHILADELPHIA 


Don’r send out of town for 
mince meat ingredients. Buy from 
our local merchants and bootleg- 
gers where you are known. 


«x A man who had been 
summoned for jury duty walked 
into a local theater here recently 
thinking it was the court house, 
only to discover that it was a thea- 
ter done over to look like a court 
house for a play about a murder 
trial. What won't they do next? 


***Miss Suzanne Burke of 
our town, and James M. Neville, 
writing partner o# the noted writer, 
Glenna Coilett, have been ecloping 
together recently. 

***Miss Emma Muller of the 


George W. Childs School has 
started a band among her pupils, 
they using blocks for instruments, 
she playing the piano. A_ wash 
boiler and a derby hat is all that’s 
needed to make the orchestra com- 
plete. 

u* ‘Wedding bells will ring 
soon for Miss Eliza Atlee Woolston, 
of these parts, and Mr. Sidney 
Sayre Quarrier, Short Hills, N. J., 
he having presented her with a 
beautiful ring between classes at the 
College of Physicians and Surgeons. 
Mr. Quarrier intends to be a doc- 
tor. 


John Forbes. 


SAN FRANCISCO 


“WELL,” says Town Marshal 
Dan O’Brien, proudly, ‘‘Hal- 
loween has come and gone again 
and the Golden Gate still is where 
it always was.”’ 

***Pete Bernhard, the Ferry 
Bldg. tonsorialist, had a swell edge 
on his razor Monday, all were 
agreed, but some thought his dope 
on the election was terrible. 

ur Nights are getting so 
chilly that some of our young 
ladies have taken to wearing their 
heavy chiffon stockings again, ac- 
cording to reports from street car 
starters at Powell and Market Sts., 
who generally know. 


***Highest honors at the Bo- 
hemian Club orchestra rehearsal 
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this week went to Nels Kinnell, 
the So. Pac. asst. passgr. agt., who 
piloted his viola across the finish 
of ‘‘Poet & Peasant’’ overture two 
bars ahead of his nearest con- 
tender. 


a Maj. Gen. Hunter Lig- 


gett taught his horse to shy grace- 
fully so he could be grand mar- 
shal of the Armistice Day parade 
in traditional manner. 


***Mr. Kebuchi has come 


and gone, 
He is our new ambassador from 
Nippon. 
See if you can write sweller poetry 
than that, Mr. F. P. A.! 


Chet Johnson. 


CLEVELAND 
Mr. Anp Mrs. JoHn W. Raper 


have returned home from New 
Mexico where they spent two 
months with Mr. and Mrs. John 
W. Miller, the latter having 
formerly been née Dorothy Raper. 
‘Jack’ is looking fine and will 
return with new vigor to his job 
of writing witty cracks for our 
local evening paper, the Press. 


e* A prominent Cleveland 
lady who would not like it if we 
told her name refused to run 
for political office this fall, and 
they are telling it around that it 
was because she had heard that 
politics makes strange bedfellows. 


***Football is the order ot 


the day and many of our citi- 
zens spend all of Saturday 
afternoon listening to the games. 
This is not the best way to en- 
courage this manly sport as our 
boys need money to pay for 
coaches, etc. 


***The “Community Fund” 
for this year is now under way 
and Chairman Adams guarantees 
that no man, woman or child 
shall suffer for food, clothing or 
shelter if his, her or its needs be- 
come known to the Fund. So there 
are two ways to get through the 
winter, viz., give your money and 
apply for aid, or keep your money 
and live on it. 


Ted Robinson. 
PORTLAND, ORE. 


Wirn wassail and song and 
other signs of merriment our dis- 
tinguished white-coal purveyor, 
Lewis A. McArthur, is welcomed 
home from Lunnon, where he 
traded some valuable pointers on 
electric power development for the 
very latest in English accents. 


w* Among our popular citi- 
zens who have taken Home Lire’s 
tip to do their Christmas shopping 
early is A. J. Lewthwaite, the well 
known paper manufacturer, Mr. 
Lewthwaite has just laid in his 
winter's supply of Lincoln 
limousines. 











***Through the high-handed 


refusal of our overweening election 
officials in refusing to take Home 
Lire’s advice to put the voting 
booth on the Waverley golf links, 
some of our best citizens were 
robbed of their inalienable privilege 
of voting. Drake O'Reilly, Allen 
Peel, Howard Holland and others 
of our outraged citizens join with 
ye editor in asking how long must 
we endure this sort of thing. 


mw Ye old grads at the Uni- 


versity Club have insured them- 
selves another year of good health 
by electing to the presidency Dr. 
Edmond J. Labbe, who succeeds 
Dr. Calvin S. White, with Dr. 
Andy Hall continuing as_ vice- 
president. Good eats and low in- 
surance rates is the new motto of 


the club. 
Hugh Hume. 


BOSTON 


Severna local goosebone 
weather prophets declare we are in 
for a very cold winter. This is 
good news to our poor people as 
they will be able to freeze their 
own ice cubes without owning 
electric refrigerators. 


***Rogers Hornsby, who had 
a $40,000-a-year position at Braves 
Field this year, os taken a new 
job in Chicago, he being tired of 
being a good loser. 


*** A] Sheehan, the pop. mgr. 
of the Tremont Theater, punctured 
a myth this week. Al says he has 
had many a house sold out in the 
last 30 yrs., but never hung out 
an S. R. O. sign. In fact, he never 





heard of a theater that had an 
S. R. O. sign and he wouldn’t 
even know where to get one 
painted. This shows you can't 
believe the dramatic critics. 


&'The Lindsays of West 
Newton had a house-warming the 
other night and if you think it 
consisted of just turning on the 
automatic heater you're mistaken. 


***A young couple in Milton 
started housekeeping last week 
without thinking they got their 
furniture at the wholesale price. 


Neal O’Hara. 
CHICAGO 


Tuere’s some talk of a foot- 
ball game here Saturday. 


***Art Mecker, Jr., is show- 
ing the readers of the Herald and 
Examiner how to break into Chi- 
cago society and it looks like an 
inside job. 

BP Ye scr. rec'd a_ swell 
comp. the other eve. from Mar- 
galo Gillmore, the prom. young 
inge. of the Theater Guild, Marg 
saying that F. P. A. and we were 
her favorite reporters, and any 
time that girl wants a good notice 
for any part she plays in these 
parts she knows where to get it. 


***No sooner do we com- 
plete our payments on one edition 
of the Encyclopedia Britannica 
than we are invited to subscribe 
for another. What used to be the 
Rolls-Royce of reference works 
now seems to be changing models 
as often as Chrysler. 


***Still speaking of uneasy 











SUN., Nov. 18th 


to do so. 








—LORD’S DAY. Not much excitement today, due 
to ministers resting up after election, voters catch- 
ing up on their golf, etc. 


MON., Nov. 19th —Charles I, of England, born 1600, later beheaded. 


, —€@oaches of defeated teams issue statements say- 
UES., Nov. a > ~ 
TUES.,N 20th ing, “Watch us next Saturday. 


WED., Nov. 2ist -—One month from today is year’s shortest day. 


. —Pres. Coolidge decides to proclaim next Thurs- 
THU., Nov. 22nd day “Thanksgiving,” this 


FRI., Nov. 23rd —Final “pep rallies” by hopeful undergraduates. 


—yYale vs. Harvard, Army vs. Nebraska, California 
SAT., Nov. 24th vs. Stanford, Princeton vs. 

vs. N. Y. U., Illinois vs. Ohio State, Northwestern 
vs. Dartmouth, 


being his last chance 


Navy, Carnegie Tech 











—_—— 





payments, if this town gets much 
bigger ye leg-weary ed. will have 
to subscribe for a motorcycle, 


Ashton Stevens, 


DETROIT 


Cart SMITH was wearing a 
smile as broad as his face and stick. 
ing out past the sides yesterday 
Who's been buying a big policy 
. . ad . 
this time, Carl? 7 


*** Advance census estimates 
set our population at nearly 39° 
000,000 souls, of which about a 
million and a half already live here, 


uw Clarence Darrow, a lawyer 
from the Chicago neighborhood, 
is telling that he got a drink at a 
speakeasy the last time he was 
here, and he speaks very highly of 
Detroit. It is things like this that 
help put our little city on the map, 


***Heston, Garrels, Bott, 
Kipke, Friedman, Gilbert and 
Oosterbaan are among the departed 
great now prominently mentioned 
as players whom it wouldn't hurt 
anything if they were on the 
Michigan football team right now. 


***Homer Guck, lately men- 
tioned in these columns, writes 
from San Francisco saying he is not 
in Detroit. He is in San Francisco, 


Elmer C. Adams. 


NEW YORK 
«* Practically all the leaves 


are denuded off the trees by now, 


***Donald O. Stewart was a 
caller on Harpo Marx the other 
day. 

***Ring Lardner of East 
Hampton is in town for the win- 
ter social season. 


***There was a lot of talk 
last month about Indian Summer, 
but it is not due till this week. 


u&* Seems like only yesterday 
the subway was too hot and now 
the snow removal problem is im- 
minent. 


***Miss Alice Babst, daughter 
of Mr. and Mrs. Earl D. Babst was 
introduced formally to N. Y. so 
ciety last Tuesday. [Earl is a 
Crestline, O., boy who now lives 
in N. Y. 


***The Horse Show ended 
on Nov. 14. The horse is still 
something to see in spite of the 
popularity of the automobile, only 
nobody got rich buying General 
Horses. 


u* Pres. Angell of Yale is 
feeling pretty bad about how the 
Michigan football team did this 
season, Jimmy being an old Ann 
Arbor football player himself, as 
well as baseball and tennis player. 


F. P. A. 
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“What you doin’ ’way over here on the Avenue, Mae? 
“Oh, just window-shopping, dearie.” 


‘‘Now that the new jail is completed and the 
churches are being given our attention we can 
certainly state that Fryburg is becoming more 


and more attractive as a place to live jn.”’ 
—Millcreek Valley News (Locklan@ Ohio). 


How about the speakeasy situatidn? 


Woman’s eternal hunt is _ for 
something that doesn’t look too much 
like what everybody is wearing and yet 
doesn’t look too much like what nobody 


is Wearing. 











Gridiron Glimpses 

The Coach 

BeHotp the Famous Football Coach, 

Whose tactics are beyond reproach, 

Whose massive brain conceives the 
schemes 

That rout the opposition teams. 

His word is law, his law goes far, 

His power equals king or czar! 

Your pedagogue of Greek or Math 

Regards the coach with righteous wrath, 

“He gets ten thousand bucks a year,’ 

Laments the prof and sheds a tear, 

“While I, with brains that bulge my hat, 

Receive about one-third of that!” 


* * . 


The Sweet Young Thing 
A Sweet Younc THING in coat of mink, 
With sparkling eyes and cheeks of pink, 
scholds the game with John or Jim 
And coyly nestles close to him. 
She lifts her voice at times to shout 


| But knows not what it’s all about— 


Which matters not at all to her, 


| Resplendent kitten swathed in fur. 


She only goes ("tween me and you) 
Because it is the thing to do, 

And Débutantes Who Really Matter 
Must have a “‘line’’ of football chatter! 


Arthur L. 


Lippmann. 
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Tue Foorsat. Coach WHo Formerty Trainep Race-Horses Warms Up a First-Strinc QUARTERBACK 
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News in front of the Paramount cathedral 
and the Woman with the Skirts Away 
Down to Here still is trying to get some- 
body to buy a copy of the Birth Control 
Review. 

The bird with the silk hat, the Van- 
dyke alfalfa and the dress suit still ankles 
up and down with his electric-lit stiff 
shirt-front advertising a certain seegar. 

: . | The out-of-town news-stands in the rear 

DEAR Pat WILtarp: ‘of the Times Building and the one at 

Give — 7 nl 47th Street still do a handsome trade and 

Walter tke pad t of Broadway? | Rosie, the mad woman of Longacre, 

Winchell Good heavens, man—have growls at her tormentors as she drags her 

a heart! If you mean draw-|* . . . 

a Nit le vA igete | Shawl-wrapped form and basket of choco- 

ing a picture of the way the old Stem "ARO 5 a age £ Fort forth 
looked when you were here alcoholiday- ot SRS GO Sh ee ee SS ye 

. . ” ‘ : Street. 
ing and how it looks now, that should be The vl ; k 7 
a cinch, because the only thing that a — Perse, Snowe to all news- 
changes on Broadway, Willard, is a boys as “Bum,” makes the rounds shoo- 
woman’s mind. Come to think of it, the|!™8 @way strange newsboys who try to 
Times Building has added a huge red- peddle their papers in His Kingdom. I 
lighted torch to its roof—a beacon for understand he rates a percentage from all 
planes, they say. The Chinatown buses| the kids he permits in the vicinity. What 
and the Coney Island wagons still clutter | a racket! Dinty Moore’s is where the mob 
up traffic by parking on the world’s] still goes for its corned beef and cabbage. 
busiest corners. That guy with the limp| The Tavern on 48th Street attracts the 
expression still peddles the Matrimonial| wise mob and the moom pitcher celebs 




















“My Gawd, Mayme—lookit—tha book’s out already an’ tha show only opened a 
coupla weeks ago.” 








“Mister, could you let me have a little 
dirt for my flower pot?” 





es 


who visit here. Lindy’s, near soth, now 
features a brand of lemon meringue pie 
that is simply grand. The type of electric 
sign that keeps moving seems to be a 
favorite with most B’way advertisers. And 
O. O. McIntyre almost got run over again 
for not looking where he was going. 
The numerous Chinese restaurants are 
getting in everybody’s hair. The electric 
sign reading, “New York Welcomes 
You!” is sidetracked west of 43rd Street 
in back of a building. The only tree in 
the sector still is in the yard of a 46th 
Street speakeasy. Women’s skirts are get- 
ting as high as Tunney’s hat. It takes 
forty minutes to get from Fifth Avenue 
to any theater near Broadway at curtain 
time. The red trolleys still kiss the green 
ones goodbye at 46th Street. The Para- 
mount clock still is a waste of time, but 
the new lighted time-teller at the peak 
of Longacre, which flashes the minute 
every minute with numerals, is plenty 
reliable. 
Childs’ is getting fancier as you go up- 
town. Dopes and others still clog the pave- 
ment near 43rd Street watching them 
juggle flapjacks and the Lucky Strike ex- 
hibition at 45th Street on the west side ot 
the Stem ties up more pedestrian trafhic 
than anything else in the town. The most 
fascinating diversion along the blazing 
belt, to me, still is the series of news 
photos that are featured and changed daily 
in front of Loew’s New York Theater. 
There you keep posted on what Babe 
Ruth did to those St. Looey lads; what the 
Queen of Soandso looked like as she 
boarded the cutter in India, or how Hoo 
ver appeared at Madison Square Garden. 
So, you see, Willard, old timer, Broad- 
way looks very much as it did when you 
came here last to do your whoopecing. 





Perhaps the only new things around are 
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the new battalions of eyefuls selected by 
Ziegfeld for his new show, and they are 
all adorable. You might tell the family 
that I have gone for them in a big way. 
But what floored me was discovering that 
nine-tenths of the new crop of dreamy- 
eyed merry magdalens are not from 
New York! Imagine that, Willard. Most 
of them, it appears, hail from Dallas, Bos- 
ton, Peoria, Bellingham, Troy, Camden, 
Pittsburgh, South Bend and Paducah. I 
think I'd like to see the country, then. 

And I don’t know who said it, but 
they are describing a Broadway phony as 
a shiftless man who lives by the sweat of 
his frau, which is just as amusing as Sid- 
ney Skolsky’s quip: “Clara Bow certainly 
was a good kid when she had Ir!” 





THE FASHIONABLE SHADE 
SrockInc CouNTER CLERK (fo man 
customer): Silk stockings? Yes, sir. What 
shade, sir? 
Tue Customer: Nude, to match my 
wife. 





One of Life’s Little Tragedies 


The Husband Whose Intellectual Devel- 
opment Failed to Keep Pace with His 
Wife's 
“You know, Hector, I heard Wurstin 
Greef read some of his new verse today, 
and I cannot help thinking, with some of 
the moderns, that trees are, after all, 

superior to people!” 

““Mph!” 

“Their lacy branches flung against a 
wintry sky—pure beauty—astounding 
loveliness! Yet how seldom does one find 
beauty among humans! Ugh! The ugli- 
ness, the pettiness that smothers us! 
Trees are, it seems to me, so much more 
worth while.” 

“Oh-———yeh?” 

“And, after all, the things we strive 
for—what are they? Mere illusions—and 
is there anything so impermanent, so 
transitory, as an illusion?” 

“Search me!” 

“Emptiness! The mere shell of life! 
....Don’t you sometimes feel, Hector, 








that you are a mere husk covering an in- 
finite variety of slow decay?” 

“Sure.” 

“Sometimes I am all one bitterness— 
one futility—one frustration! If I could 
only escape it all! If I could die!” 

“Say, listen, would a little check for 
one grand make you feel any better? I 
sold a coupla hundred cases today.” 

“Ooooo! You ole peach! Mama give 
Papa the greatest ole Aug!” 

Heman Fay, Jr. 





SETTING ’EM UP 
Morner: What do you think, children 
—your father has ordered a new auto- 
mobile. , 
CHILDREN (in chorus): I want to bust 
the first fender! 





App Similes: “As furtive as a man 
setting a ninety-eight-cent watch by the 
chronometer in the window of a Fifth 
Avenue jeweler.” 





“Yeh, sure. You can just turn ‘er looSe in yer medders and she'll give yer place a kind of 
meedy-evil pitcheresque sort of a look.” 
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T H E M O VIE S | representations of it in De Mille movies. 


So he is convinced that the smart and 
unscrupulous city folk are playing his pal 
for a sucker, and does everything he can 
to break up the wedding. 

However, big-hearted New York is 
ultimately allowed to triumph over nar- 
row-minded South Bend—this being the 
first time in the history of the screen that 


“ ” the punch-drunk island of Manhattan 
The Home Towners has been allowed to win the decision. 
In “The Home Towners” 


by is advanced the novel|““THe Home Towners” is a hundred 

R. E. theory that the residents of | per cent. talkie, and it shows that dia- 
Sherwood South Bend, Indiana, are | logue written by George M. Cohan can 
not necessarily any nobler | sound natural and amusing even through 





or more virtuous than the inhabitants the Vitaphone. Of course the pace is too | 
of that sinful metrgpolis, New York. | slow, the cues are not picked up with | 
The hero of the story is a South | sufficient alertness, the photography is| 


Bender who goes East and becomes en- | woeful and there is far too little action; 
gaged to a New York girl. Just before the | but the acting, by Robert McWade, Rich- 
wedding, he sends for an old friend from |ard Bennett and Gladys Brockwell, is 
the home town to come and act as best | superlatively good. 

man. This friend knows all about New| I think this is unquestionably the best 
York; he has read descriptions of it in O.| of the all-talking pictures to date; and, 








olis in question, I confess that I’m glad 
to see my own home town get a break 


at last. 


“Varsity” 


Tuere is also an element of refreshin 
novelty in “Varsity,” which is a college 
picture without a football game finale, 
The hero isn’t a member ot the Varsity 
team, nor even a substitute, and he doesn't 
have to rush in and win for Old Nassay 
in the last minute of play. 

He is just a fresh young sophomore, 
with a slight tendency toward alcohol, 
from which he is rescued by the quaint 
old janitor of one of the college build- 
ings. This janitor takes a fatherly interest 
in the sophomore because the latter ha 
pens to be his son, although the boy 
doesn’t know that. It is a new orchestra- 
tion of the old but always effective “Un- 
known Parent” theme. 

“Varsity” has a good idea behind it, 
but the development of that idea is not 


O. McIntyre’s column, and he has seen] speaking as a native son of the metrop-| helped at all by the use of appallingly 
y P g P | pe y PE 8") 








Streotbm ANDN, 


THe New ANIMAL Stars IN HOLLywoop 
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TALKING PICTURES ON 
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“Were you in the car with Madam when the accident happened?” 
“No, I'm only the man that was hit.” 





squawky sound effects and stupid dia- 
logue. Here, obviously, is a case where 
the noise was tacked on after the picture 
was made, and it is done none too skil- 
fully. 

Chester Conklin gives a° fine per- 
formance as the old janitor, being effec- 
tive even in the talking sequences, but 
| advise young Charles Rogers to stick to 
the silent drama as long as there is any 
of it left. When Mr. Rogers attended the 
old Paramount School on Long Island 
the faculty at that select academy did not 
realize that the talkies were soon to ar- 
rive, and that it would be well for them 
to instruct their pupils in elocution. 


THE EXTERIOR scenes of “Varsity” were 
made in and about Princeton University, 
but its story was written and directed by 
two Yale men, so perhaps there was 
some ulterior motive behind it all. 
I shall never forget what Donald Ogden 


Stewart, of Yale, did to “Brown of Har- 
vard.” 





A Confidential Guide to current movies 
will be found on page 26. 


ee 


THE “ALSO-SPOKES” 
Some speak for money, some for love, 
And some are just self-seekers; 
But here’s a toast to the gallant host 
Who are known as “other speakers.” 








Mrs. Fim: Is your husband an up- 
right, honest Christian man? 

Mrs. Fram: Yes, indeed! You snould 
see his collection of Gideon Bibles! 





Little Rambles with Serious 
Thinkers 


Tue Greatest trouble with youth is that 
it gets old.—Clarence Darrow. 


Next to books give me a good solid, 
old-time American farmer. 


—Dr. S. Parkes Cadman. 


The Prohibition Amendment is the great- 
est step in progress taken by America 
since the freeing of the slaves. 

~—Upton Sinclair. 


A fragrant breath adds immeasurably to 
one’s personality.—Bernarr Macfadden. 


Just a minor note here. In broadcasting 
both baseball and football for the last 
three or four years, I notice fewer women 
smoking in the stands. There was a period 
not so long ago, when women apparently 
were smoking as casually in public as 
men. I had been told that this was pass- 
ing, particularly in the colleges, and this 
report is confirmed by this crowd here. 
My general observation is that under- 
graduate behavior generally is on the up- 
and-up.—Graham McNamee. 


Bossy: Button, button, who’s got 
the button? 
Jimmy: The laundryman. 
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Music Pus.isHer: Where’s that “Lonesome Blues” song you promised me? 
B.iues Composer: I dunno. Since my sweet baby left me I ain’t been able to write nothin’. 
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READING MATTERS 


THos— canny—if unconven- 
tional—publishers, Messrs. Si- 
mon and Schuster, will be glad 
Githens ‘© know’ that they have just 

put forth one of those wonder 
books which are all things to all men. 
God forgive me if I encourage them in 
their nefarious business—give them an 
inch and they'll sell you a Trader Horn— 
but I must admit that “Departure,” 
by Roland Dorgelés (translated by Pau- 
line E. Rush), is as good a novel and as 
good a travel book as I have read since 
Alexander Woollcott retired. 

And by the way, Alexander Woollcott 
has written a book too. It’s called ““Two 
Gentlemen and a Lady,” and is not about 
one-half of the Marx Brothers and Mrs. 
Fiske. In fact, there isn’t a word in it 
edgewise concerning an eager youth who 
wanted to be a dramatic critic. It’s about 
dogs. Yes. Mr. Woollcott is getting 
sentimental. As George Jessel would say, 
he’s ready to cry at card tricks. Besides 





the dogs there is a parrot, a hoarse and 
despondent old parrot, with an insulting 
laugh, named Mr. Benchley, but he 
doesn’t do much, and at best his perform- 
ance is only adequate. Anyway, it’s only 
a short book, and it will take but a mo- 
ment of your time. There are many 
sketches by Edwina, whose pictures of 
troublesome puppies are wel! known to 
readers of Lire. (Coward-McCann.) 

But to return to “Departure”—and it’s 
about time—the book itself is a departure 
from the usual. In the opening chapters, 
it proceeds at a safe, leisurely speed. You, 
yourself, become a passenger on a French 
liner bound for the Orient. You eat, 
drink, talk, walk the deck. You form 
acquaintances—and opinions. You go 
ashore at strange ports: Djibouti, Port 
Said, Colombo. Little by little you are 
drawn into the fortunes and misfortunes 
of your fellow passengers. The ship’s 
company is a strange mixture of East and 
West. Chinese bankers and French opera 
singers, officers and tourists — everyone 
aboard becomes involved in a situation 
which moves imperceptibly onward to a 
tragic climax. “Departure” is the world 
in your pocket, an ocean voyage in an 
easy chair. 

Ordinarily, a book like “Bullets and 
Bolos,” by John R. White (Century), 
would be called, “My Thirteen Years in 
the Philippines” and would be duller than 
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“Hey! 


“Aw, shut up—ain’t you ever been in love?” 


You can’t squeeze in them doors together!” 


Y 
Concorp ResweNT (as Paul Revere rides 
by): Those d—x!?%,* Harvard boys!! 








those Colonels with drooping white mus- 
taches who sit in club windows and say, 
“Haw!” 

Colonel White, however, is not that 
kind of Colonel, and his adventures in the 
Philippine Constabulary are written with 
a sense of humor and proportion, which 
guarantees an evening well spent. Recom- 
mended to ex-soldiers and ice-box adven- 
turers alike. 





The Confidential Guide to current 
books will be found on page 30. 





Unnecessary— 


SHE carries in her little purse 
A compact and a hankie, 
Some perfume and a lipstick in 
The shade that, now, is swanky; 
A key, a dozen snapshots and 
A letter from a gent— 
But when it comes to currency, 
She carries not a cent! 


She carries in her week-end bag 
Two nighties—sheer and lacy— 
She has a georgette negligee, 
A bathing suit that’s racy; 
A chiffon combination, next, 
Some stockings finely wrought, 
But, coming down to actual facts, 
Of clothes she carries nought. 


She carries in her shingled head 
The newest movie scandal, 
A song hit, and the latest jokes 
(A bit too warm to handle!) 
A dozen tricky tango steps— 
For these she has a flair . . . - 
But, do you know, I’ve never found 
A single brain cell there! 


Margaret E. Sangster. 






































EAU DE COTY 
(SAaker Lod ) 
fangent ofter shaving 
SHAVING SOAP 
(Metal Box) 


SAVON 


TALC 
(Metal Box) 


all in the scent 
of EAU DE COTY 


72 (for wore? — 





PRESENTATION SETS 
P-MEN 








PRICE $6.00 


—A\ristocratic. REFINEMENTS 
FOR THE SOPHISTICATED GENTLEMAN'S 
TOILET — BY COTY — THE PREMIER 
PERFUMER. OF THE WORLD 


AN EXQUISITE ASSORTMENT OF HOLIDAY COFFRETS — $3.50 TO $175. 
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CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE 


The Theatre 


More or Less Serious 


The Common Sin, Forrest—Just what the sin in 
question is we did not gather, but somebody kills 
somebody else in the most approved Willard Mack 
manner. 

Diamond Lil, Royale—Miss Mae West in one of 
her more exalted moods, but even at that. . 

Enemy of the People, Hampden's—One of 
your few chances to see alter Hampden in long 
trousers. 

‘ Sassoding Small, Comedy—A sad little play which 
is so well done that it is almost worth the heart- 
wrench of sitting through it. 

Faust, Guild—Goethe without Gounod making a 
pretty dull act of it. Low tide for the Theatre Guild. 
_ Gods of the Lightning, Litile—Reviewed in this 
issue. 

The Grey Fox, Playhouse—An elaborate staging of 
several of the more ingratiating moments of Machia- 
velli’s life. Henry Hull as the Fox himself and 
Chrystal Herne as the persistent Lady. 

_Jarnegan, Longacre—Hollywood put in its place, 
with much hollering and cursing by Richard Bennett. 

Jealousy, Maxine Elliott's—Fay Bainter and John 
Halliday proving that good acting on the part of 
two people can carry a play. 

The Kingdom of God, Ethel Barrymore—The first 
offering by Miss Barrymore in her new theatre. To 
be reviewed later. 

Machinal, Plymouth—Episodes in the life of a 
jumpy wife leading to the electric chair. Well- 
andled tragesy, 

A Man With Red Hair, Garrick—The Hugh Wal- 
= book made into a melodrama. To be reviewed 
ater. 

Revolt, Vanderbili—To be reviewed later. 

Strange Interlude, John Golden—Still selling out, 
thereby proving that the public does not have to be 
amused. 

Sun Up, Lucille LaVerne—You must guess who is 
i. this revival of the successful drama of mountaineer 

e. 
These Days, Cori—To be reviewed later. 

Tin Pan Alley, Biltmore—With Claudette Colbert, 
Norman Foster and others. To be reviewed next 
week. 

Tonight at 12, Hudson—A new one by Owen 
Davis. To be reviewed later. 

_The Unknown Warrior, Charles Hopkins—Re- 
viewed in this issue. 

The War Song, National—George Jessel in good 
George Jessel stuff, including unwilling war-service. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


Courage, Ritz—There are too many stage-children 
in this to suit our taste, even though Janet Beecher 
is there, too. 

Crashing Through, Repudlic—With Henrietta 
Crosman, Eleanor Woodruff and Albert Bruning. 
To be reviewed next week. 

The Front Page, Times Square—An elegant rough- 
house, dealing with reporters, among other things. 

Gentlemen of the Press, Forty- Eighth St.—Life in 
a newspaper office and what it leads to. Quietly 
effective. : ; 

Girl Trouble, Belmoni—Pretty weak, in spite of 
Allan Dinehart. 

The High Road, Fulion—Not one of Lonsdale’s 
best but made to seem so by an excellent English 
company headed by Edna Best, Herbert Marshall 
and Frederick Kerr. 

Hotbed, Klaw—To be reviewed later. _ 

The Jealous Moon, Majestic—Jane Cowl in a play 
of her own. To be reviewed later. — 

Little Accident, Morosco—A very nice and amusing 
treatment of the subject of illegitimacy, helped along 
by a cast which includes Katherine Alexander and 

omas Mitchell. 

Mr. Moneypenny, Liberty—Spectacular allegory 
releasing the information, unearthed by Channing 
Pollock, that Money is at the Root of all Evil. 

Night Hostess, Martin Beck—More dirty work in 
the Tenderloin. An off-shoot from “Broadway.” 

Olympia, Empire—Fay Compton, Laura Hope 
Crews and Ian Hunter in a Molnar comedy which 
never quite finds itself but manages to be pretty 
continuously interesting. . ‘ 

Paris, Music Box—lIrene Bordoni in a farce which 
really doesn’t matter so long as she is on and singing 
Cole Porter's incidental songs. 

Possession, Henry Miller's—One good scene made 
this one for us. Mary Boland has replaced Margaret 
Lawrence in it but, fortunately, Waiter Connolly is 

there. 





Relations, Wallack’s—The author and leading man 
of this Jewish comedy doesn’t want to give in to 
public indifference. 

Skidding, Bayes—How this one keeps going no- 
body knows. 

Straight Thru the Door, Forty-Ninth St.—The 
spelling is William Hodge’s—also the show. 

a Few Ashes, Booth—To be reviewed next 
week. 

This Thing Called Love, Bijou—Partly good, partly 
bad, but Violet Heming carries it along over the 
rough spots. 

The Yellow Jacket, Coburn—For the benefit of our 
young readers we will say that, in its day, this was a 
very delightful comedy. It is now being revived by 
the Coburns. 

Young Love, Masque—With Dorothy Gish and 
James Rennie. To be reviewed next week. 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Americana, Mansfield—To be reviewed next week. 

Animal Crackers, Forty-Fourth St.—Reviewed in 
this issue. 

Billie, Erlanger’s—Mr. Cohan's current musical 
success, with Miss Polly Walker as headliner. 

Black Birds of 1928, Eltinge—You can’t do much 
better than this Negro revue, as almost anybody 
will tell you. 

Good Boy, Hammerstein's—A novel production of 
a good show, with Eddie Buzzell, Charles Butter- 
worth, Helen Kane and others. 

Good News, Forty-Sixth St.—This looks like a hit. 

Hello Yourself, Casino—To be reviewed next week. 

Hold Everything, Broadhurst—One of the newer 
ones which everybody seems to like. Ona Munson, 
Bert Lahr, Victor Moore and others. 

ust a Minute, A mbassador—Hardly worth while. 
uckee Girl, Sam H. Harris—See the way the 
name is spelled? There’s your answer. 

The New Moon, Jmperial—A beautiful production 
of a highly satisfying comic opera for people who are 
tired of saxophones. Evelyn Herbert, Gus Shy and 
Robert Halliday. 

Rainbow, Gallo—Louise Brown, Charles Ruggles 
and Harland Dixon, with Vincent Youmans’ music. 
To be reviewed later. 

Rain or Shine, Cohan—Nothing seems to matter 
so long as Joe Cook's mechanical band is working. 

Scandals of 1928, A pollo—Still at the top in the 
review business. Harry Richman, Frances Williams. 
Willie Howard, Tom Patricola and Ann Pennington. 

Show Boat, Ziegfeld—No matter what we said, 
you'd see it anyway—and you'd be right. Charles 
Winninger, Helen Morgan, Puck and White, Edna 
May Oliver, Norma Terris and Jules Bledsoe. 

This Year of Grace, Selwyn—Beatrice Lillie back 
in Noel Coward's revue. To be reviewed later. 

Three Cheers, Globe—Will Rogers. 

The Three Musketeers, Lyric—For lovers of old- 
fashioned comic opera. Dennis King and Lester Allen. 

Treasure Girl, Alvin—The Gertrude Lawrence 
show, with Gershwin music. To be reviewed later. 

Ups-a-Daisy, Shubert—Good all-around musical 
comedy, with Luella Gear, William Kent, Buster 
West and others. 

Vanities of 1928, Earl Carroll—You have to sit 
through some pretty low stuff, but it is worth it to 
hear Fields, aided by Joe Frisco and Ray 
Dooley. 

White Lilacs, Jolson—Worthy operetta dealing 
with the life of Cho in, with Guy Robertson, Odette 
Myrtil and DeWolf Hopper. 


Repertory and Laboratory 


Civic Repertory, Fourteenth St—Eva Le Gallienne 
in highly successful repertory including ‘“‘The Would- 
Be Gentleman,” “L'Invitation au Voyage,” “The 
Cradle Song” and ‘“‘The Cherry Orchard.” 

The Final Balance, Provincetown—To be reviewed 
next week. 


Robert Benchley. 





The Movies 
Recent Developments 


While the City Sleeps, Metro-Goldwyn—Lon 
Chaney as a veteran detective who wins the battle 
but loses the girl. There is a grand fight on the house- 
tops between cops and gangsters. 

The Mating Call, Paramount—A courageous but 
tardy wallop at the Ku Klux Klan, with Thomas 
Meighan as an innocent victim. 





Me, Gangster, Fox—The career of a crook. vi 
through rose-colored glasses, but embellished ent 
much stalwart melodrama by Raoul Walsh. 

Our Dancing Daughters, Metro-Goldwyn—This is 
what is known as “hot,” particularly in view of 
the presence of Joan Crawford and Anita Page. 

The Battle of the Sexes, United A rlists—Two of 
Se pest ~~ § ~ youu see On any screen, by 

hyllis Haver and Jean Hersholt, an i 
= py! pa W. Griffith. a some drut 

our Devils, Fox—I hope they’ve reduce 
length of this dreary drama of circus ite; 2 
least two of its reels could easily have been spared 

The Fleet’s In, Paramount—Step up, gobs, and 
meet Clara Bow, the sailor's friend. 2 

Excess Baggage, Metro-Goldwyn—If you've seen 
William Haines only in smart-aleck réles, you'll be 
amazed at his excellence in this. 

Docks of New York, Paramount—Showing how 
good photography and the burly George Bancroft 
can atone for the lack of a story. 

Mother Knows Best, Fox—The silent portions of 
this are openee but Mr. Fox never should have 
asked Madge Bellamy to do an imitation of Al Jolson 
on the Movietone. 

The Camera-Man, Metro-Goldwyn—A typical 
Keaton comedy, in which Buster appears again as 
an unconquerable boob. 

Submarine, Columbia—Raw meat, but tasty. 

_ The Air Circus, Fox—Some engaging young people 
in a pleasant story that ends with some spoken 
dialogue. 

Lilac Time, First National—Colleen Moore at her 
most Irish as a little French girl who keeps up the 
aviators’ morale. 

The Singing Fool, Warner Bros., The Patriot, 
Paramount, and The Racket, Paramount—See all 
three of these. 

The Home Towners, Warner Bros., and Varsity, 
Paramount—Reviewed in this issue. 


R. E. Sherwood. 





Song and Dance 
Sheet Music 


; Feist—The Spanish influence (what 

with “Ramona,” “In a Little Spanish Town,” and 

“Chi mite having panned out highly lucratively, 
n 


erida. 


Leo Feist, Inc., now introduces “‘Querida”’ as another 
Castilian contender for popular favor. It is a better 
type of ballad and will, in the long run, outlive its 
better-known predecessors. 

Let’s Fall Love. Harms—Cole Porter, the 
millionaire song-writer, bon vivant and boulevardier, 
has produced a delightfully spicy companion _ 
to his last year’s “‘Let’s Misbehave.” The new ditty, 
introduced by Irene Bordoni in her Broadway musi- 
comedy, “Paris,” is quite racy, lyrically, but so 
cleverly done that all is forgiven. any of the extra 
choruses done in the show are not included in the 
pianoforte copy, but there’s enough in it to give you 
a good idea. The author is a dilettante tunesmith 
whose Parisian manse is a haven for the celebrities 
of the universe. He writes his ditties to amuse him- 
self and usually, at the regular nightly oom in 
his home, he is induced to air the latest thing from 
his piano—with some star or other, such as Miss 
Bordoni, begging permission to do the songs in public. 

The Land of Going-to-Be. Harms—Since this 
waltz ballad is bound to register on your conscious. 
ness ere long, it may as well be definitely identified 
now as the new Irene Bordoni hit, rivaling “If You 
Could Care for Me” and all the French comedienne’ 

ast performances. This one is a Continental air bi 
alter Kollo. E. Ray Goetz, the star's husban 
manager, fashioned the lyric. : ‘ 

I Can’t Make Her Happy (That Old Girl of Mine), 
Shapiro-Bernstein—Reverse-English on the usual 
come-back-to-me optimism. Here, Lew Pollock and 
Sidney Clare deal with the confessed rounder who 
appreciates the domestic virtues of the g. f., but 
admits the said girl friend’s not for him. A different 
type of ballad. ‘ 

Think of You All Thru the Night. Shermer 
Clay—A sample of good old sentimental! song hokum, 
the direct antithesis of the above. The heart-throb 
balladists will delight in this one. . 

Loving You Like I Do. Forster—Sweet and opt 
mistic love song, soundly constructed mel ys 
and wholesomely developed lyrically. 


Records 


You Need Some Loving and Ham and Ess 
Columbia 14358—Johnny Dunn, dusky trumpet 1 


(Continued on page 30) 
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FRESH HOPE 
(The day will come, according to a scientist, 
when we shall burn water as fuel.) 
Wuen I was young (O happy time!) 
I laid my programme down 
And gaily planned a rapid climb 
To credit and renown. 


But youth too soon was left behind 
And with it every hope 

That eminence of any kind 
Would prove within my scope. 


But, should our rivers soon supply 
The fuel we require, 
It may be, after all, that I 
Shall set the Thames on fire. 
—Punch. 


MippLe ace is that period in life when 
you're glad it isn’t any worse. 
—Ohio State Journal. 





Just a Few 


Hours* to 
Good Times 


It’s just overnight to an In- 
dian summer that lasts all 
winter long . . . to golden 
days of golf and outdoor 
sport... to perfect, bracing 
climate .. . where dee 
draughts of pine-scent 
air are a daily tonic. 

For 30years Pinehurst has stood 
first in the hearts of the better 
type of sports lover who wishes 


an outdoor background for a 
pleasant social life. 





For booklet or _reserva- 
tions address General 
Office, Pinehurst, N. C. 


America’s Premier Winter Resort 
*Only 154 hours from New York City 
on through Pullmans. The luxurious 
Carolina Hotel, famed for its cuisine and 
thoughtful service, now open. Attractive- 
ly furnished cottages for rent reasonably. 











CLYDE LINE 


IHESE mammoth new steamers are giving a new distinction to 

that glorious winter journey to Miami and Havana. Both have 
an enviable record of popularity among luxury-loving travelers 
who know the true meaning of SERVICE. Each is like a gracious 
and satisfying hotel .... luxurious ....colorful....diverting.... 
the supreme achievement in modern travel! 


0 TEAVANA od MIAMI ¢ 


If you bestow appreciation on your personal accommodations you will revel in the 
charmingly decorated suites and bedrooms... . with a wide range of choice and 
price. Spacious lounges . . . . broad open decks. . . . glass enclosed promenades 
-..-concerts....dancing....deck sports... . all that a gorgeous new ship with 
its endless marvels can place at your disposal! 


Special winter service from New York to Havana, during January, February and 
March — with a day’s sightseeing at Miami en route. Attractive all-expense tours 
including steamer accommodations, hotels and sightseeing trips. 


Also regular sailings from New York to Jacksonville and Miami, calling at 
Charleston, S. C. Special non-stop express service New York direct to Miami 
commencing December Ist. 


Automobiles carried on all Steamers 


New Oe Luxe Sister Ships Shawnee and chroquois 





For complete information apply to Clyde Line, 25 West 43rd St. or 
Pier 36, North River, New York, or any authorized Tourist Agent. 




















Tennis—Then and Now 


—Le Rire (Paris). 





ANTI-BUNK AGAIN 
Witt Rocers was asked to give a_ testimonial 
to a certain make of American piano. ‘‘Dear 
Sirs,’’ he wrote in reply, ‘‘] guess your pianos 
are the best I ever leaned against.’’ 
—London Opinion. 




















The End of Daylight Saving 
“If I could only set it back twenty-five years!’’ 
—Le Journat (Paris). 





THE ARM OF THE LAW 
A SMART sports Car sudden stand- 
still in Piccadilly. Said the young blood in the 


came to a 


front bucket seat to the other young blood who 
was driving: 

“‘Why have you stopped, George?”’ 

‘Don’t you see that the policeman’s arm is 
against us?"’ said George. 

**H’m,’’ murmured the first cynically, ‘‘you’re 
becoming devilish particular all of a sudden.”’ 


—Sporting and Dramatic News. 


“tT? PLUS 


Entuusiastic Madame Glyn 

Holds reticence a mortal sin. 

She would, if she could have her way, 
Refer to Clara Bow as ‘‘they.’’ 


—Photoplay. 


Tue ‘‘talkies,’’ we are told, have come 
to stay. So much for the hope that they had 
just popped in for a chat.—Punch. 





THE DRAMATIC CRITICS GO THAT WAY 
OVER A CERTAIN YOUNG LADY 
left this ageless chronicler immersed 
grateful tears.... 


; —Hammend, Herald Tribune. 
For concentrated life and pep, this lady takes 


the candy.... 


S 
SHE in 


—Mantle, News. 
By far the most refreshing thing this scribe has 


seen in years.... 
—Osborn, Evening World. 
She changed each calm observer to a wild and 
cheering standee.... 
. —Gabriel, Sun. 
And here, my friends, I take my leave of chor- 
isters moronic... . 
—Ervine, World. 
As gorgeously superb, let’s say, as Mr. Zieg- 
feld’s ‘‘Rosalie’’.... 
: —De Rohan, American, 
I must admit this lady is a most delightful 
tet... 
—Garland, Telegram. 
Such studied movement as is hers must not 
be treated prosily.... 
—Atkinson, Times. 
She represents the answer to her sponsors’ fond- 
est wishes.... 
: —Littell, Post. 
A breath-arresting beauty in a multitude of 
faces.... 

; —Anderson, Journal. 
..Superlative....m agnifi- 
cent... .delicious.... 

—Coleman, Mirror. 
.Baby, let’s be doing things, and let's be 


Delectable 


going places. 
—Winchell, Graphic. 
—Miller, Newcomb and Miller, in 
New York Evening Graphic. 


RATHER FAINT AND BLURRED, AT THAT 


An unsuccessful effort to flirt with a pretty girl 
brought us this gem of American slang: 
“‘Outa sight, big boy. You're only a carbon 
copy of one big moment.”’ 
—Chicago Evening Post. 
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‘How long do you suppose it was, Sonny, since 

you descended from a monkey like t at? 
‘Five years, Papa!’’ 

—JucENp (MunicH). 











——_—— 


Every man who works at all thinks his job is We go the way our fathers went, 

the hardest and longs to get into something less Despite their tears, entreaties, blame 

nerve-racking and we have our moments ot Beneath the self-same burdens bent, 

lepression when we have half a mind to abandon We go the way our fathers went; 

C ; ‘ . " : “ 

this noble profession, gird up our loins, fill up oa And when our pride of youth is spent 
gasoline tank, shake the dust of this garden Our children shall confess the same: 

soot of the world from our feet and go down “‘We go the way our fathers went, 

> Southern waters and devote the remainder Despite their tears, entreaties, blame.” 

f our life, however long that may be, to solving —C. E. F., in the Nation and Atheneum. 

the great scientific problem of whether sharks 

| bite a human being or not if the latter gives 


our 





wil 
Teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters on half Grape Fruit, 


them a good chance.—Ohio State Journal. a delightful breakfast tonic. ample Bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 
SIRENS 
A coupLe of cute young ladies who were visit- **“HONK! HONK! IT’S THE BONK!"’ 





ing a Western city decided that they would go Dappy Browninc, who recently broke into the 
papers again, is reported in a New York dis- 
patch as having ‘‘a falcon or a rooster or some- 


horseback riding, we are told, and the head 
eroom asked one of them whether she would 
prefer the flat English saddle or the Western thing’’ on his coat of arms. That's the trouble 
with letting cub reporters cover assignments like 
this. We veterans would have recognized that 
thing instantly as an African honking gander, 


—Arkansas Gazette. 


saddle with a horn. ‘“The flat saddle,’’ said the 


voung thing, ‘because we aren’t going to ride 
in any traffic and won't need a horn.” 
—New Yorker. 
a 


“Lonpvon tailors are horrified at Amer- “New York Cranes Neck to See Zepr.” 
ican golf clothes.”” Who wouldn't be? —World headline, 
—Toledo Blade. Deplorably Absent-Minded “Tue N. Y. Cranes,"’ writes E. H. Crane of 





“Oh, what a saphead—here I’ve gone and Hartford, ‘‘are not related to me, but I wish 
Beauty is often only skin dope. forgotten my parachute!’’ they would do their necking at some more suit- 
—London Calling. —Le Perit Bievu (Paris). able time.’"—New York World. 
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For the Picture Chances 
That Are Hard to Get 


F or the really great picture opportu- 

nities of a lifetime... pictures you may 

never have a chance to take again... . 
there’s just one camera—the finest— a 
the Graflex. Speed up to 1/1000 sec- (A 
ond. The camera universally depen- Ja 
ded upon by those to whom the loss 

of a single picture would be tragic. 


And now there’s a Graflex priced within 
reach of everybody —Graflex “Series B” 
—3 "x 4 ""—$80. Other models $85 to $375. 


Featured by a Good Dealer Everywhere 














Se me | 














OT so dumb, Fido. You know the 

difference between a strong pipe and 
a mild one, don’t you? So do the thousands 
of pipe lovers who have discovered Sir 
Walter's favorite pipe tobacco. It’s mild. 
It’s mellow. It’s satisfying. And it’s fresh 
to the last pipeful in the tin. An inner 
wrapping of heavy gold foil protects its 
fragrance and flavor. 


LIMITED OFFER 
(for the United States only) 
If your favorite tobacconist does not carry Sir 
Walter Raleigh, send us his name and address. 
In return for this courtesy, we Il be delighted 
to send you without charge a full-size tin of this 
milder pipe mixture. 
Dept. X, Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corp. 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 


SIR WALTER 
RALEIGH 


Who discovered how good a pipe can be 


It’s milder 


Confidential Guide 
(Continued from page 26) 


tuoso, has taken a jazz band unto himself as a full- 
fledged maestro of “‘heated’’ syncopation, and here 
offers a dance-inspiring brace of fox-trots. Dunn is 
the trumpet soloist who, while in London with the 
late Florence Mills, was introduced to the Prince of 
Wales. On one visit backstage, the Prince addressed 
him with a cheerful “Hello, Johnny!” to which Dunn 
replied, ‘Hello, Prince!"’ in a spirit of most intimate 
Harlem camaraderie. 

I Wanna Be Loved by You and Is There Anything 
Wrong in That? Victor 21684—Helen Kane, a new 
type of vo-do-de-o songstress, whose own cute and 
unique vocal interpolations distinguish her, couples 
her hit from ““Good Boy” with an interrogative ditty 
which reminds of her now famous “‘That’s My Weak- 
ness Now."’ This record is one of the most delight- 
ful canned vaudeville oddities in a long while. 

Hindustan and Cannon Ball Rag. Brunswick 4042 
—To be in keeping with a current penchant for re- 
viving yesteryear fox-trot favorites, Ben Bernie and 
his Hotel Roosevelt rhythmicpators contrast a 
stately melody fox-trot, “Hindustan,” and its 
Oriental flavoring, with a “hot” jazz of Ethiopian 
character, wherein the artillery influence asserts itself 
in the orchestration of the “Cannon Ball Rag.” 
Great dance disk. 

Down-Hearted Blues and Stack o’ Lee Blues. 
Okeh 41115—Boyd Senter, a more or less illustrious 
jazz clarinet virtuoso of the cinematic cathedrals, 
struts his stuff in solo, to piano accompaniment, on 
one side, producing some eerie reed modulations 
which will delight the jazz addict, and at the same 
time maintains perfect dance rhythm. In the com- 
prea piece, Senter and his Senterpedes, as he labels 

is jazz band, make stepee with the original “Stack 
o’ Lee Blues,” that racy doggerel of the honky-tonks 
which, sans its lyrics, is as denatured a “hot” fox-trot 
as could be desired. 

Jeannine, I Dream of Lilac Time and King for a 
Day. Victor 21681—Jesse Crawford generally guar- 
antees an excellent pipe organ recording. These pop- 
ular contemporaneous ballads, the first the theme 
song of the film, “Lilac Time,” are skilfully inter- 

sreted by the Paramount Theatre's virtuoso of the 
Wurlitzer. 

Gypsy Baron (Parts I and II). Odeon 3230—The 
Okeh Company imports and markets the Odeon re- 
cordings, made, in the main, by Berlin and Vienna 
artists. Edith Lorand and her excellent concert 
orchestra here couple selections from Johann Strauss’ 
charming operetta on a 12-inch disk. 


Abel Green. 





Reading Matters 
Non-Fiction 


Listen to the Mocking Bird, by Stoddard King. 
Doubleday, Doran—Most of these lilting and none- 
too-reverent verses began the King column in the 
Spokane Spokesman-Review. Some first appeared in 
LirE, and many were quoted in these columns; in 
fact, if you see any credited to “S. K.” and they are 
good, Stoddard King wrote them. 

The Technique of the Love Affair, by A Gentle- 
woman. Simon & Schuster—Sophisticate’s Advice 
to the Lovelorn. The first perfumed book, a mo- 
mentous event for which your reviewer confesses 
unwitting responsibility. 

Trails of the Hunted, by James L. Clark. Little, 
Brown—Plain and fancy risk-running on three con- 














| tinents by our foremost rhino shooter and elephant 
stuffer. Swell. 


Fiction 


Innocent Bystanding, by Frank Sullivan. Live- 
right—You can't fool us, this is just a good imitation 
of Frank Sullivan by Frank Sullivan (not to be con- 
fused with Frank Sullivan). Two hundred fifty-nine 
pages, and all of them funny. 

Our Companionate Goldfish, by Don Herold. 
Doubleday, Doran—Another funny book, doubly 
laughable because the author draws his own pictures, 
or the artist writes his own text, or vice versa. 

Death Near the River, by Monte Cooper. Holi— 
Still one of the best current horror stories. 

D’Artagnan, by H. Bedford-Jones. Covici-Friede—A 
sequel to “The Three Musketeers,”’ based on a frag- 
mentary manuscript by Dumas and written in an 
excellent approximation of his style. 


Recommended 


Tamerlane, by Harold Lamb. ... 
in the Gloamin’, by Sir Harry Lauder. 
Harness, by A. Hamilton Gibbs. . 

ueen’s Husband, by R. E. Sherwood... . . 

ouse at Pooh Corner, by A. A. Milne... .. 
The Twilight of the American Mind, by Walter B. 
Pitkin. . . . Spy and Counter-Spy, by Richard 
Wilmer Rowan. . .. . Destiny » by Donn 
Byrne. . . . . Murder, by Evelyn Jonnson and 
Gretta Palmer. . . .. uad, by James B. 
Wharton... . . 20 Hrs. 40 Min.—Our Flight in 
the ‘‘Friendship,” by Amelia Earhart. .... 
Frobisher, by William McFee. . . . . The Perfect 
Ship, by Weston Martyr. 





Perry Githens. 





Pipe-Loving Sailor 
Makes Known 


His Discovery 





Finds his ‘‘beloved”’ tobacco 
on sale in far-off Argentine 





They used to say that a sailor had a 
girl in every port—and if he didn't 
have, he looked for one. 


Here’s a seafaring man who looks for 
Edgeworth Tobacco in the far corners 
of the globe, and is disappointed if he 
doesn’t find it. 


Buenos Aires, Argentine, 
Calle Azoperdo 816, 
Jan, 4, 1928 
Larus & Bro. Co., 
Richmond, Va., U. S. A. 
Gentlemen : 


I’m a seafarer, and as such of course 
travel quite a lot. Right now I am in the 
Argentine, and am glad to say that I can 
here purchase your beloved Edgeworth 
Tobacco, of which I’m so very fond. 


It is indeed a pity that one can’t find 
this good smoke in every place of the 
seven seas. While recently in Germany, 
my home-country, I tried in vain to come 
upon one of these little blue tins. I'm 
not saying too much in mentioning that 
I would outwalk that famous mile, hunt- 
ing up dear Edgeworth. I dare say there 
is no other tobacco like it, and am con- 
vinced that Edgeworth cannot be im- 
proved. 


Let me know when you contemplate 
ceasing to make Edgeworth so that I 
may lay in a goodly store to last till 
I’m seventy. 

May Edgeworth never change! 

I'll always remain 
Sincerely yours, 
Willie Schmekies 


Let us send you 
some free pipe-loads 
of Edgeworth, the 
tobacco which has 
made men look for 
it throughout the 
world. Try Edge- 
worth in your pipe 
and see if you don’t 
like it enough to 
want to buy 
more. 

Put your 
name and ad- 
dress on a slip 
of paper with 
a request for free 
helpings of Edge- 
worth samples, 
and mail it to 

Larus & Brother 
Company, 16 S. 21st Street, Richmond, 
Va. 


If you do like this tobacco, you ca” 
be sure you'll keep on liking it, because 
its quality is always the same. 


Edgeworth Ready Rubbed and Edge- 
worth Plug Slice are on sale every 
where in small pocket-sized package 
and in various other sizes up to the 
handsome one-pound humidor. 





On your radio— tune in on WR VA, Richmond, 
Va.—the Edgeworth Static Wave length 270 
meters. F; t 
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The Idealist 


Sue: Don’t you think you meet loads 
of people who don’t understand you, 
sort off 

"ha Oh, yeah—absolutely! 

Sue: I mean I know heaps of boys, f’r 
instance, who think I’m ¢erribly queer 
because I don’t neck, because I mean they 
say all the other girls they know do, do 
vou know what I mean? 

' He: Yeah, you bet! A 

Sue: I mean they simply don’t under- 
stand me because I’ve sort of got ideals 
about things like that. 

He: Well, they have a lot of respect 
for you, just the same, though. 

Sue: I don’t think they have—I mean 
I really don’t, my dear, because I actually 
think they just think I’m awfully dif’rent 
from other girls and kind of peculiar 
or something because I don’t neck. 

He: Well, there’s a lot of guys who 
don’t understand a girl who has ideals 
because so few girls have °em nowadays. 

Sue: I s’pose that’s zt, isn’t it? But I 
can't understand these girls who just let 
anybody neck them because I mean un- 
less | cared for the person, sort of, it 
wouldn’t mean anything. 

e: You’re darn right. 

Sue: Do you really think I am? 

He: Yeah, you bet. But, b’lieve me, 
darn few girls have those ideals about 
necking. 

Sue: Well, it isn’t that I’m a prude 
about it or anything only I just simply 
can’t bear it unless the person’s someone 
| think’s awfully attractive and under- 
stands my point of view about it and all, 
do you know what I mean? 

He: Yeah, you bet! 

Sue: I mean I don’t think there’s 
anything wrong about necking but I just 
think it’s awfully sordid, sort of, to let 
anybody neck you. 

He: Yeah, you said it! 

Sue: Gosh, I’m terribly glad you think 
I'm right about it and I Aonestly think 
you're one of the few people who really 
understand how I feel because I mean 
you sort of appreciate anybody with ideals 
about things like that. 

He: Sure—I think it’s great for a girl 
to have ideals. 

Sue: Well, you don’t know how simply 
marvelous it is to meet somebody like 
you who actually understands how a girl 
feels about things like that because I 
mean I simply won’t let anybody neck me 
who thinks I’m like these other girls who 
just let anybody neck them because I 
mean unless the person respects you for 
your ideals about things like that I think 
it’s just a terribly sordid performance, my 
dear—I mean I actually do! 


Lloyd Mayer. 





WILL IT BE WORTH IT? 
Apo pitiful figures: the Scotchman who 
has just been notified that a collect tele- 
§tam awaits him. 





Seriously: 
as one car owner to another.. 


Tens is really something to all this excite- 
ment about riding comfort. 


The Houdaille hydraulic double-acting principle of spring 
control made obsolete all former ideas of riding comfort. If 
Houdailles were made of Glass instead of drop-forged steel 
everybody could easily see what makes them deliver such 
amazing riding luxury. 

Hydraulic, they automatically and instantly adjust their resist- 
ance to the size of the bumps and the speed you drive. 


Double-Acting: they not only check blanket-tossing recoil but 
they absorb the shocks that make springs strike bottom. 


If you want comfort for yourself and the folks who ride on 
the back seat investigate Houdailles. The Houdaille Dis- 
tributor will be glad to take you for a ride in a Houdaille 
equipped car. Also, there’s a young lady right here _.-*° 
who is all set to type your name on a Houdaille _,-*° 
booklet just for you, if you will mailthe coupon. _,-*° 


. 
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. 


- ™ ..°° HOUDE ENGINEERING 
Standard equip on: CORP.— Dept. L 11 
Lincoln, Ford, Pierce- 537 E. Delavan Avenue 
Arrow, Nash Advanced Buffalo, New York 
Six, Jordan, Stearns- PI ancem a 


Knight, Cunningham, aille booklet, “What I Didn’t Know 
and 33 European cars. . about Shock Absorbers.” 





Ce ae ere 


“HOUDAILLE 


Hydraulic Double-Actin 
SHOCK ABSORBERS 
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IS RUE DE LAPAIX, PARIS” 
Parfumeur to the Modern’ Woman ea, 
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"QLUE ORCHID 


AT ALL GOOD SHOPS 


IMPORTED BY LIONEL, 20-22 WEST 57%-ST, NEW YORK 


if 


Atten-shun! 


Wuen the Navy beat Pennsylvania op 
Franklin Field, nobody was more sy. 
prised than ‘the midshipmen themselves 
After the final whistle, the exuberant 
young gentlemen from Annapolis swooped 
down on the field and started, in a regret- 
| tably undisciplined manner, to make wild 


whoopee. 


They concentrated their attention on 
the Penn band, which is probably the 
snappiest and dressiest college band in 
the world. First the bandmaster’s impres- 
sive hat was snatched from his head: then 
the unbridled midshipmen decided that 
they might as well appropriate some of 
the instruments for general noise-making 
purposes. 


It seemed for a moment that the band 
was about ‘to be stripped of its posses. 
sions and put completely out of commis. 
sion. But the bandmaster was equal to 
the occasion, even if the Penn team was 
not. 


He managed to gasp out one desperate 
command to those of his men who had 
contrived to stand firm against the naval 
onslaught. Then he waved his baton, and 
the band burst forth, with heroic deter- 





DON’T WE ALL? ‘*Tell me, Charlie,’” she asked, ‘‘what do 
Sue had always wondered what the old men|those men sit around and talk about all the 
in clubs talk about all day. It was her good | time?’’ 
fortune the other day to employ an old colored “Oh, ma’am, they jes’ sit there and rear- 
man who had once acted as valet in a club. | range their prejudices.""—New York Sun. 


MEDITERRANEAN 
CRUISES D 


Fascination—mystery—romance! On these 46- 
day cruises to the blue Mediterranean. 
To Madeira, Gibraltar, Algiers, Monte Carlo, Italy, 
Greece, Holy Land, Egypt and Sicily. Liberal 
stop-over from ship to ship, and optional return 
from a north European port. $695 (up), all ex- 
penses included. 

S. S. Adriatic, Jan. 10 and Feb. 28 

S. S. Laurentic, Jan. 19 and Mar.9 


WEST INDIES 
AND MEXICO 


Four cruises of varying lengths and itineraries— 
Mexico City, the Panama Canal, Bermuda, (at 
Easter), Havana, Nassau, etc., on the great liner 
Lapland. Whether you can spare 22 days or only 
11, here’s a way to spend a delightful winter 
holiday. Sailing dates: Jan. 31, (22 days); Feb. 25, 
(16 days); March 16, (17 days); April 6, (11 days). 
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WHITE STAR LINE 
»REDJTAR LINE 


ONFERMATIONAR MERCANTNE WARINE CompaANY’ 
For information, address No. 1 Broadway, 
Revere, or any authorized steamship agent. 


mination, into the strains of “The Star- 
Spangled Banner.” 

Every midshipman on the field froze 
to attention. 

The honor of old Penn 
saved. 


had 


been 


L. T. H. 





Love Affair 


A NEw-MapE friend, the fruit of a chance 
meeting: 
A new hand’s pressure, and a stranger's 
eyes: 
A glance of swift appraisal and sur- 
mise, 
And then two lips that smiled a friendly 
greeting: 
A new-born love—kisses—a little cheat- 
ing: 
Some letters, very warm and not too 
wise: 
A walk or two, beneath new-bright 
ened skies: 
A sense that time was short, and youth 
was fleeting— 


Such was our love affair: a breathless 
whirl 

Of little joys and griefs: a fragile song 

Too poignant to endure for very long— 





| Too slight, for hopes and dreams to build 


upon it; 
For you, my dear, were just another 
As sure as this is just another sonnet. 


N. R. ]. 


girl, 





We have just finished reading 
Elmer Davis’ “Giant Killer.” Bomb ™ 
Gilead! 
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SCLOTHING. 
Gentlemens Furnishing 
MADISON AVENUE = “* [/rcrcss STREET 
The Store ‘has necessarily been 
re-arranged to provide enlarged 
space for our increased 
Clothing, Business 


DIRECTORY 


First FLoor 
Furnishings 
Trunks, Bags, Leather Goods 
Sweaters, Golf Hose 
Travellers’ Accessories 
Dressing Gowns 
Cashier 


SECOND FLOOR 


Men's Ready-Made Suits 
Alteration Department 


THIRD FLOoR 
Men’s Ready-Made Overcoats 
Rain Coats 
Sporting Clothes 


FourTH FLoor 
Clothing Made to Measure 
Furs 
Army & Navy Uniforms 
Hunting & Beagling 
Coats 


FirTH FLOOR 


Hats 
Shirts Made to Measure 
Shoes . 


SIXTH FLoor 
Youths’ & Boys’ Clothing 
Boys’ Furnishings 
Liveries 
Storage Department 

SEVENTH FLOOR 


Evening Clothes, Walking Coats 
Accounts 
Executive Offices 


> 











A Meeting of President Will 
Rogers’ Cabinet 


(Note: During the past political cam- 
paign, the editors of Lire, in co-operation 
with the Kolster Radio Corporation, pre- 
sented a series of radio rallies designed to 
promote the interests of the Anti-Bunk 
Party and its immortal candidate, Will 
Rogers. Among the distinguished speak- 
ers at these nation-wide broadcasts were 
Thomas Meighan, Amelia Earhart, Leon 
Errol, Raymond Hitchcock, Gene Buck, 
Walter Winchell, Eddie Cantor, Robert 
Benchley, Bert Kalmar and Harry Ruby. 
One of the rallies was a demonstration of 
the manner in which the government 
would be run under the Rogers admin- 
istration. It was a meeting of the 
President’s Cabinet, with Messrs. Can- 
tor, Benchley, Kalmar and Ruby gath- 
ered together to discuss affairs of state. 
Many people who heard this broad- 
cast have asked us for a repetition of it, 
so we are pleased to reproduce herewith 
a stenographic report of the Cabinet meet- 
ing as performed before the microphone.) 


BencHiey (rapping for order): Good 
evening, members of the Cabinet. How 
are you all feeling this fine, brisk October 
evening? 

THe Orner Casiner Orricers (in 
chorus, singing): “Oh, boy—I’m lucky— 
I'll say I’m lucky—this is my lucky 
pore 

BencHLey: Hey—that’s enough of that. 
We're not advertising cigarettes. 

Cantor: Oh, Mr. Benchley, I'd like to 
know, what are we advertising? If we're 
on the radio, we must be advertising 
something. 

BencHity: We're holding a Cabinet 
meeting. All of us here are members of 
President Will Rogers’ Cabinet. 

Cantor: Where’s President Rogers? 

Bencuiey: He isn’t here. He said to 
tell you he was very sorry he couldn't 
attend the meeting. He had a dentist’s 
appointment—it’s that old gum trouble 
of his, you know. 

Cantor: All right—let’s give him the 
dental salute of twenty-one gums. 
(Cheers.) 

Kacmar: Then if Rogers isn’t here, / 
want to be President. 

Bencu.ey: No, you can’t be President, 
because it’s my turn. You were President 
last time Now, Mr. Cantor, you'll be 
Secretary of State. 

Cantor: Oh, I want to be Secretary of 
Agriculture! I love agriculture. I’ve got 
a geranium at home. 

Bencntey: Mr. Kalmar, you'll be 
Secretary of War 

Karman: Fine! I'll give myself a medal. 

Bencucey: And you, Mr. Ruby.... 

Rusy: Well—what about me? 

Bencu.ey: You can be Secretary of the 
Interior. 

(Continued on next page) 
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Dip it ever strike you that 
your smoking taste might need 
a little first aid? A little health- 
ful help? Surely, sometimes, 
that taste gives you warning 
that it does. 

Just a bit of prevention 
adds such a lot to smoking en- 
joyment—just the daily use 
of Squibb’s Dental Cream. It 
fights destructive acids, keeps 
the delicate tissues healthy, 
/and leaves your mouth pleas- 
antly soothed. The minute, 
clinging particles of the Milk 
of Magnesia it contains, keep 
your breath sweet and react 
to prevent your smoking taste 
from growing sullen and 
disgruntled. 


The next time you 

buy your favorite smoke, 

buy a first aid kit of Squibb’s. 

That “ounce of prevention” 

will put a new delight in 
smoking. 


Guard The 
Danger Line 


© 1928 by E. R. Squid & Sons 
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ARBTER OF ELEGANCE. 
CENTER OF THOUGHT 
FOR THE GVILIZED WORLD 





France is like falling in 
love... you aren’t grown 
up till you’ve done it... 
and you’re never happy 
afterward, away from its 
magic light.c France is 
an education... that 
makes history come alive 
like a thrilling, gorgeous 
play.c France is a holi- 
day of the spirit.~.France 
is a course in savoir faire, 
chic, the international 
viewpoint on life.c» This 
atmosphere begins in New 
York ... if you cross“the 
longest gangplank in the 
world”to the white decks 
of the “France”, “Paris”, 
or the“Ile de France”. 
ew Fastest service to 
Plymouth, England, then 
Le Havre de Paris, a 
covered pier, a boat-train 
... three hours, Paris... 
overnight the Riviera . . . 
one day across the Medi- 
terranean... North Africa 
of palm-feathered oases 
and forty-one luxurious 
“Transat” hotels. 
Threc Mediterranean Cruises 


by the “FRANCE” 
Jan. 3rd, Feb. 7th and March 14th 


e drench Line e 


Information from any authorized 
French Line Agent or write direct 
to 19 State Street, New York City 











A Meeting of President Will 
Rogers’ Cabinet 


(Continued from page 33) 

Rusy: Ladies and gentlemen, my first 
action will be to have the interior re- 
decorated. (Cheers.) 

Bencuey: The first business of this 
meeting is for Secretary Kalmar and 
Secretary Ruby to sing us a song. 
( Cheers.) 

(Katmar and Rusy sing, “We Can’t 
All Be Congressmen, Thank God for 
Thatl!’’) 

BencHLey: Now, members of the 
Executive Cabinet, we’ve got to come 
down to business. And very serious busi- 
ness it is, too, you may be sure. We're 
| threatened with a war. The Southern 
|States have challenged the Northern 
| States on the slavery question and the} 
‘whole situation is very disagreeable. 
| We've either got to declare war or pre- 
|tend that we didn’t read the papers this 
/morning and don’t know what’s happen- 
jing. As I’ve already said, the President’s 
away.... 

THe Orners (sing): 

“Oh, the President’s away, the Presi- 

dent’s away, 

Heigh-ho, the jerry-o, the President’s 

away.” 

Bencuey: And very good, too, boys. 
Is there any other business? 

Cantor: Mr. Benchley. 

Bencuey: Yes, Secretary Cantor. 

Cantor: I got some business. | got an 
order from a firm in St. Louis. They’re 
taxidermists. They want to have Ruth and 
Gehrig killed and stuffed. 

Kacmar: And I’ve got an order from 
a taxidermist in California for some 
stuffed figs. (He waits for his laugh. It 
doesn’t come.) 

Cantor: We should have stopped after 
the Ruth-Gehrig gag. 

BeNcHLEY (knocking with gavel): Will 
Secretaries Kalmar and Ruby please get 
up off the floor? 

Katmar: My point is eight, Mr. 
| Benchley. It’s a very easy one to make. 

Rusy: Five dollars says you don’t 
make it. 

Cantor: Five dollars says he does. 
( Cheers.) 

Bencu ey: I'll take a piece of that. 

Katmar: Come on, you big eight. 
(Dice rattle on the table.) 

Cuorus: A seven! (Loud cheers— 
broken by gavel.) 

Bencuey: Please, please. Now that we 
|have settled that point, is there any other 
business? 

Cantor: I'd like to sing. 

Kacmar: I object. 

BencHLey: Objection sustained. 

Cantor: I resign my portfolio. 

Rusy: Give it to me. I got bottles in 
mine. - 

Bencu.ey: Gentlemen — gentlemen. 











Come on now....everybody up in his 





Dandruff 


and keep your hair in place 
Don’t try to make hair behave with 
water. Sergeant’s will help to keep your 


hair neatly combed and will also put 
your hair and scalp in splendid condition. 


Gx: 


“Comb your hair with it’’ 











When you comb your hair wet it or wet 
your comb with Sergeant’s and then 
comb it. Comb it and brush it vigorously 
so that Sergeant’s can work down to the 
scalp. Oaly a minute or two. No trouble— 
yet what satisfactory results! 





For fifty years, Sergeant’s Mange 
Medicine has proven an effective 
treatment for dandruff, and other 
hair and scalp complaints. After 
many years of research, Sergeant's 
chemists —. refined this product 
so that it retains all the therapeutic 
qualities of mange medicine, but 
none of the disadvantages. It comes 
to you with the sincere recommen- 
dation of this 50 year old company. 











Being an oil treatment containing no 
alcohol, Sergeant’s releases natural oils 
in the scalp which “lubricate” the hair, 
and not only keep it in place but make it 
virile, strong and healthy. Use Sergeant's 
and dry, brittle hair that breaks and falls 
out will become normal. Dandruff will be 
a thing of the past. No longer will your 
scalp be dry and itchy. It will not over- 
grease the hair. No stains. 





“Comb your hair with it” 


In addition to the daily use of Sergeant’s 
every head of hair needs a “rub w 
Sergeant’s’”’. Apply Sergeant’s to the scalp 
freely and rub with the tips of your fingers. 
Do this until hh ~y your scalp tingle 
with renewed life and vigor. . 

Ask your druggist for Sergeant's for 
the Hair—75c. Keep the handy bottle ma 
convenient place where you can’t forget to 
use it. Sample bottle containing @ week's 
supply sent postpaid on request. 


Polk Miller Products Corporation 
2307 Broad Street, Richmond, Va. 
Sole Canadian Agent 
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chair and let’s attend to the nation’s busi- 


ness... +: 

Tue Orners (sing): 

“How dear to my heart is the old nation’s 
business, 

The old nation’s business that hung on 
the wall ” (Cheers.) 

BencuLey: Very good, gentlemen... . 
very good, indeed... .I think we might 
have held that G-sharp chord a little 
longer. What do you think, Secretary 
Cantor? 

Cantor: I beg your pardon? 

Bencuey: I wish you would pay a lit- 
tle closer attention. I said, how about 
holding that G-sharp chord a little longer? 

Cantor: It’s O. K. with me. I got 
nothing to do. 

Bencuey: All right, then. Let’s run 
over it once more. 

Tue Orners (sing): 

“How dear to my heart is the old nation’s 
business, 
The old nation’s business that hung... . 

BencuLey: Hold it. 

Tue Orners: “On the wall....’ 
(Cheers.) 

Bencu ey: I call that a big improve- 
ment. 

Cantor: Mr. Benchley. 

BencHLey: Yes, Secretary Cantor. 

Cantor: I just thought you’d be inter- 
ested to know that I can sing. (Loud 
cheers.) 

Bencutey: Do I hear any objection? 

Karmar: If that guy is allowed to sing, 
I'll resign. 

Rusy: And I'll resign. I’m getting sick 
of the whole thing, anyway. 

BencuLey: Gentlemen. ...gentlemen. 
...Here we are faced with one of the na- 
tion’s greatest crises, the secession of the 
Southern States and the firing on Fort 
Sumter, and here you are all resigning. 
Is that nice? 

(Sound of fife and drum corps playing 
“Dixie.’’) 

BencHLey: There! Do you hear that? 
The Confederate Army is at our very 
gates. Are we to surrender? 

Tue Orners (sing): “Surrender the 
day, the day you said, I love you—sur- 
ren-der....”” 

Bencuiey: A very wise decision, gen- 
tlemen — very wise indeed I beg 
your pardon, Secretary Kalmar—I think 
that was my five of diamonds you 
picked up. 

(Continued on next page) 
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Luxurious— 
Exceptional! 
EACH room has bath, 
circulating ice water, elec- 
tric fan! ° ° ° 


. xk Se ee ee ee es es 








ANNIVERSARIES 
are Kemembered. 


HOSE days that live a lifetime... jewel-mark 

them in memory. Jeweled gifts possess an en- 
during charm, a subtle something that makes them 
appreciated records of each anniversary. 


Your jeweler’s cases are laden now with wares 
designed to solve your shopping problem. And 
how pleasant it is to know that these 
treasured tokens will become more valued 

with each passing year. 
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SGIETS that LAST 


Consult pour ‘Jeweler 


NATIONAL JEWELERS PUBLICITY ASSOCIATION 
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y) 
Apply. with finger tips 


No , 
a Rubbing in 
= No Steaming 


Makes Your 


face feel 
Like a 
Million Dollars $ * 


All day, afterward 


Your 
Druggist 
Has It 


. ag rT ¥ 


**A Million Men Can’t Be Wrong” 


Is Senator Copeland of New York (a noted physician) 
wrong when he accuses the old shaving brush of spreading 
blood diseases, infections, and even the fatal ANTHRAX? 

Are the MILLION MOLLE Shavers wrong? Will 
MOLLE shave you quicker, smoother than lather and 
brush, or not? Does it make the old face feel like a 
“million dollars,’ or doesn't it? 

Here’s how to find out. Get the “‘whale of a tube” 
from your Druggist, or send a dime for a week's trial 
tube. Don't take,our word for it—don't take anyone's 
word—use MOLLE and see how your face likes tt. 

The MOLLE Company, Cleveland, Ohio, U. 8. A. 


THE MOLLE COMPANY, Dept. 87, Cleveland, O. 
Enclosed find 10c (coin,or stamps) for which please 
send a week of MOLLE Shaves, to: 





A Meeting of President Will 
Rogers’ Cabinet 


(Continued from page 35) 


Kamar: Say! I held the five of dia- 
monds when the hand was dealt. How 
did you get it? 

Rusy: I gave it to him. 

(Sound of cannon booming.) 

BENcHLEY: It’s the Confederate artil- 
lery! I think I'll be running along. 

Cantor: Don’t I get a chance to sing? 

Katmar: Ah—let him sing to the Con- 
federate Army. 

Cantor: Bring ’em in 
em. 

BencH.ey (calling): Oh, you, Confed- 
erate Army! Yoo-hoo! Come on in.... 
Secretary Cantor has a surprise for you. 

(Sound of fife and drums playing 
“Dixie” louder and louder, tramp of 
marching men.) 

BEeNcHLEY: Officers and men of the 
Southern Confederacy! If you will all take 
your seats, Secretary Cantor will now sing 
for you. 

(Cantor sings “How You Gonna Keep 
‘Em Down on the Farm, After They've 
Got Relief?’’) 

BencHLey: Now, officers and men of 
the Southern Confederacy. Secretaries 
Cantor, Kalmar, Ruby and Benchley of 
the Federal Government are ready to sur- 
render. President Will Rogers would 
gladly surrender too, but he had to go to 
the dentist’s. (Cheers.) So will you please 


I'll sing to 


all be just as quiet as possible while you | 


take us out to be shot? Come on, boys, 
we're going to be shot 

Tue Orners (sing): 

“We're going to be shot, we’re going to 
be shot, 

Heigh-ho, the jerry-o, we’re going to be 
shot = 

ConFEDERATE Orricer: All right, men, 
fall in Ready Aim 

Cantor: Wait a minute. 

BencH.ey: Keep quiet, Secretary Can- 
tor. They’re going to shoot us. 

Cantor: Well, they'll have to wait 
until I wind my watch. 

(Sound of watch winding.) 

Cantor: When the guns go off, it will 
be exactly one eighteen asked, one four- 
teen bid, Stock Exchange Time, six to one 
they get you, Chicago Time, and in China 
it will be a week from Wednesday. This 
service is brought to you through the 
courtesy of.... 

Orricer: FIRE! 

(Rattle of musketry. Loud cheers of 
crowd. The band plays the “Toreador” 
song with some gusto.) 


(The Announcer signs off.) 
Tue Enp. 





THE HIGHBROW LOOKS AT LIFE 


Tuese working folk, with faces blank, 
Ride home from store and shop; 
What vacant minds reflected there— 
Oh, hell, I’ve passed my stop! 
—St. Louis Post-Dispatch. 


A 


good watch 
deserves 


a 
good chain 




















YOU'RE proud of that new watch. 
It tells the minutes/like a railroad 
clock — accurate, unfailing. It 
looks well, and you know it. But 
what of the watch-chain? 

That your watch may have the 
chain it deserves, Simmons is now 
making special watch-chains for 
various fine watches. The chain 
above (30389) is one of those de- 
signed upon that principle. A 
white gold-filled Waldemar has 
been styled for a new and graceful 
pocket watch known as the “Pear- 
agon.” The price of this is $9 and 
it may be worn, of course, with any 
other watch you choose. 

Simmons Chains of appropriate 
design are made for other well- 
known watches. Ask your jeweler 
about Simmons Chains. Among 
his wide selection you'll find one 
that will suit you—and your watch 
—admirably. . . . A suggestion: 
Give a Simmons Chain for Christ 
mas. R. F. Simmons Co., Attle 
boro, Massachusetts. 
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The World Miscast 


Inevitable Conclusions After Spending 
Any Evening in Any Speakeasy 
I 
“Now take me, f’r instance—no, no, these 
are on me—I’m doing the wrong thing. 
| ought to be writing. Yeah, sure—I used 
to write automobile tire copy that knocked 
ople stiff! 1 could make a swell living 
at fiction if I could only get started. And 
what am I doing? Wasting my best years 
selling space for a bum magazine. Say, 
I've got more ideas for knockout plots... . 
honest, you wouldn’t believe me... .” 
II 
“Y’know, it makes me sick that I can’t 
do the one thing I want to do. Naw, this 
life insurance isn’t my real game at all. 
I'll never be happy until I get down to) 
writing—hey, Umberto, two more old- | 
fashioneds, quick! Honestly, I wake up 
more times in the middle of the night, 
fairly itching for a pad and pencil. . . .no, 
I don’t, because it’d leave me feeling like 
an old umbrella all next day. Got to have | 
my nine hours, but it’s hell, all right, not | 
being able to do the one thing you ought | 
to be doing... .” 
Il | 
“No, no, these are on me—here, Um- 
berto, don’t you take a dime from this 
gen'l’man! Well—what were we talking 
about? oh, yes—when you consider all the 
trash that’s printed today it gives me a 
pain not to be able to chuck over this ad- | 
vertising racket and go to it myself. 
What's that? You bet your life I can do 
it! I can write, brother—hey, Jeff, weave 
over here an’ tell this gen’l’man whether 
or not I can write! Sure, anyone’ll 
tell you... .just ask “em, tha’s all....” 
IV 
“Lissen here, mister—wha’s that name 
again? Oh, yeh, tha’s ri’. Well, lissen 
here, an’ mark m’ words: one of these 
days thish damn wholesale wallpaper busi- 
ness is goin’ t’ miss me, mister. Tha’s ri’, 
Umberto, an’ the change is yours — as| 
usual. Here’s lookin’ at you, mister, an’ | 
as 1 was sayin’, wallpaper’s loss is goin’ 
t be lit’rature’s gain. Why, sure I can 
write.... been wantin’ to get at it for 
twenny years, mister—wha’s that name 
again? Oh, yeh, well, lissen here a 
minute... .” Stanley Jones. 
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SuHeet Music 
SAY “CENTURY” and get the world’s 
Best Edition of the world’s Best Music 
by the world’s Best Composers. It’s l5c 
(20c in Canada) 2500 selections for Pi- 
ano, Piano Duos, Violin and Piano, Sax- 
ophone, Mandolin, Guitar and Vocal. 
Get free catalogue at your dealers, or 
write us. 

Sonteey Music Publishing Co. 

2 A 


40th Street : 
ew York City ¢ 





You see 


it’s really easy ! 


WHEN it comes to gifts for men, the annual 
despair of the Christmas shopper is _tradi- 
tional. We admit that. But we deny the neces- 
sity for any such mental turmoil. Especially 
this year! 

Have you noticed the style trend in men’s 
shining raiment of late? Unmistakably, there 
are more starched collars being worn than for 
several years past. For business they’re the 
thing. And starched collars mean French cuffs 
. . . and French cuffs mean cuff buttons, and 
there you are! 








Kum-a-parts! The most practical cuff but- 
tons made—and one of the few bits of chaste 
adornment well-dressed men will permit them- 
selves to wear. Snip—and they’re open. Snap 
—and they’re closed. Holding even the soft- 
est cuffs smartly in place. Made of fine materi- 
als, and guaranteed for a lifetime. Priced to suit 
any purse, up to $25. At jewelers’ or men’s 
shops. Baer & Wilde Co., Attleboro, Mass, 


‘apart 
® Cuff Buttons 


Another gift suggestion for civilized men—The new 
Carlton automatic cigarette lighter, thinnest and 
most graceful of them all—“Snap the lever—there’s 
your light.” One of the Kum-a-part products. 
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Progress of Prohibition 
Enforcement 


Tue Anti-Satoon Leacue spends §2,- 
000,000 a year to fortify Prohibition, and 
a Portland, Maine, woman asking for a 
separation testifies in court that her 
husband, whose occupation is that of 
floor-layer, makes an extra $200 a week 
by bootlegging on the side; a Danish firm 
manufacturing cocktail shakers announces 
that dry America is its best customer, and 
a man in Detroit gets thirty days in the 
House of Correction for shaking cocktails 
while walking down Michigan Avenue; 
Boston dry agents seize hair wash in a 


barber shop, and the whiskey export to | 


the United States from Canada increases; 
Senator Blease states that he could buy 
liquor under the Capitol dome, and 
Senator Copeland tells of a dry Senator 
who became so intoxicated at a Wash- 
ington banquet that he fell from his chair; 
the Director of Public Safety of Jersey 
City sends firemen who get drunk on 
duty to a church to “sign the pledge,” 
and one policeman comes before him on 
twenty-three separate occasions on the 
charge of drunkenness; in the state of 
Washington the mere possession of liquor 
is a crime under the state law, and the 
President of the University of Washing- 
ton warns his students that if the drink- 
ing that is reported to him on the campus 
does not stop he will take drastic action 


against the charters of the fraternities; in | 
Washington, D. C., an entire family of a | 
man and wife with two small children | 


are arrested by dry agents as rum runners, 
and the City Council of Green Bay, 
Wisconsin, asks the Government to let 
the speakeasies in that city alone, stating 
that it is better to have the saloons so 
situated that the police know where they 
are than to have irresponsible blind pigs 
scattered in secret places imapossible of 
supervision. 
W. W. Scott. 


—— 





NUMISMATICS 
Prosascy the hollowest sensation is when the In- 
formation Editor answers your hopeful query as 
to the value of a twenty-five-cent piece, dated 
1838 and in good condition, as follows: ‘“Twenty- 
five cents.’"—Detroit News. 








Lire is publishing its usual DOG 
CALENDAR this year, at the usual 
price of one dollar a copy. It will 
be ready in a few days. When pre- 
paring your holiday list, don’t forget 
the DOG CALENDAR; it always 
makes such an acceptable gift! 


Orders entered now will be filled 
on publication. 























© Roger & Gallet, 1928 




















Another Good Wrist 
Watch Gone Wrong 


E had to take off the watch to 

wash up. Absent-mindedly he 
left it there, just long enough to 
do a vanishing act. Too bad he 
didn’t have a Krementz Band. He 
could have slipped watch, band and 
all right up on his arm. That's 
the difference between Krementz 
Bands and other wrist watch straps. 
There is no buckle that must be 
opened. Instead, a neat case holds 
three expanding links that permit 
watch to be slipped on or off— 
over the hand. Safer, surer, easier. 


Jewelers have them in gold plated 
casings with leather or flexible 
Milanaise mesh bands—$7.50 to 
$15; also with solid 14 kt. and 18 
kt. gold and solid platinum casings. 
Write for name of nearest jeweler. 


KREMENTZ & CO., Newark, N. J. 





When completely ex- 
panded there is ample 
allowance for free 
passage over hand or 
up on forearm. 


Kremen§ 


WRIST WATCE 
v BAND Y 
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HORRORS OF AIR TRAVEL 
He sat “neath a pine in a South Jersey bog 
On a trunk and a couple of grips, 
snd the air all around was a plum-colored fog 
From five cigarettes in his lips. 


He then lit another, thus making it six, 
And smiled as a child in a dream. 

| asked, ‘“‘Why so many at once of the sticks, 
And why do you blissfully beam?’’ 


He mumbled, “Of all the afflictions there are, 
The one that is least of a joke 
Is to travel a week in a soaring cigar 
And not be permitted to smoke!’ 
—L. H. Robbins, in New York Times. 





A RIVAL FOR HOUSEMAID’S KNEE 
“The Ministers have now cecided that draft regu- 
lations, directed to abating the nuisance of motor 
trafic nose, should be prepared.” ‘ 
—Evening Paper. 
So far we have only suffered from the sister 
complaint, motor-traflic ears.—Punch, 





Potitico-BioLocicaL definition from a 
schoolgirl’s examination paper: ‘‘A Senator is 
a being half horse and half man.” 

—Golden Book. 





10 minutes 


Remember all the things people used to 
do for headaches? Today, the accepted 
treatment is Bayer Aspirin. It gets 
action! Quick, complete relief—and no 
harm done. No after effects; no effect 
on the heart; nothing in a Bayer tablet 
could hurt anyone. (Your doctor will 
verify this.) For any sort of headache, 
neuralgic pains, rheumatism—your first 
thought should be of these tablets. 
Taken soon enough, it can head-off the 
pain altogether ; even those pains many 
women have thought must be endured. 


SPIRIN 


Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture 
of M eticacidester of Salicylicacid 











ample as4 
Monat blade 


snop it 
back 
(old blade 


Aw men know that a blade is 
only as good as its edge. 


Every man who tries a Schick is 


delighted with every Schick 
blade. You can be sure that the 
20 blades which rest in its han- 
dle will give you the best shaves 
you have ever had from any 
razOr ... 


The repeating feature of the 
Schick Razor is a surprising 
convenience. To change 
blades pull out the plunger, 
push it back. The old 
blade is dropped out and 
the new one put in place. 


Stop in at your favorite 
store today. Take home 


a Schick and try it—then you will under- 
stand why Schick users never again go back 
to the razors they used before. 


Sold in Better Stores 
Schick Razors are sold in the better stores at $5.00, including 20 blades. (Gold 
model $7.50.) Additional clips of 20 blades for 75c—in Canada slightly higher. 
Magazine Repeating Razor Company, 285 Madison Ave., New York. Canadian 
Distributors: T. S. Simms & Co., Ltd., Saint John, N. B. 


A smooth shave, quick 


with a 


Schick Repeoting Razor 








ANATHEMA 
Wuen Carl von Hoffman returned with thou- 
sands of feet of film from Africa, where, with 
his movie camera, he had spent two years study- 
ing various interior tribes, he thought the stuff 
might be of financial interest to the movie 
people. 

He sought out the director of the ‘‘educa- 
tional’ department of one of the big screen con- 
cerns and asked him if he was in the market 
for some especially fine ethnological pictures. 

**No,"’ said the director, ‘‘we never go in for 
religious stuff.’’—Panorama. 





A New Yorx fisherman caught a bolt of 


lightning on his casting rod, but survived. 
Luckily, a larger one got away.—Detroit News. 


MEDITERRANEAN gave, 


ss “Transylvania” sailing Jan. 30 
Clark’s 25th cruise, 66 days, including Madeira, 
Canary Islands, Casablanca, Rabat, Capital of Mo- 
rocco, Spain, Algiers, Malta, Athens, Constantinople, 
15 days Palestine and Egypt, Italy, Riviera, Cher- 
bourg, (Paris). Includes hotels, guides, motors, etc. 

Norway-Mediterranean Cruise, 
June 29, 1929; $600 up 


FRANK C. CLARH, Times Bldg., N.Y. 








i, C0) 0) Hok-y 
For Making Toy Soldiers. 
Indtans, Cowboys Animalsete 





With one Mould you can make many HUNDREDS OF 
CASTINGS, Whole Armies. Outfits, including material 
for casting, enamel paints and everything complete, $4.50. 
Easy enough for any boy to make and great fun for 
grown-ups. Sport for the whole family, 

Write for illustrations of dozens of patterns you can 





make. MAKE-A-TOY COMPANY 
1696 Boston Road Dept. H 


New York City 
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CARON CORP., 389 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 


| Att this talk of ambidexterity 





NEW DISCOVERY 


__ HOTEL 
SYRACUSE 


Grows Hair Quickly! 


Pictedes eon has discoveredamazing way togtow 
air called Dermo-Ray.Employs Infra- 


SYRACUSE, N.Y. 


VERY metropolitan 
service is provided in 
this new and modern 600 
room hotel. 


Two 
TIT EY | 
RL AT NS 


All outside 


rooms—with bath. Rates 


from 3.00 up. 
rooms 4.00 up. 


Excellent 
Dining 


Sample 
-o. 








POWERS 
HOTEL 


ROCHESTER, N.Y., 


Thoroughly modern. New 
furniture throughout. New 
bathrooms and elevators 
—completely redecorated. 
Specializing in exceptional 
food at moderate prices. 
300 rooms from 2.25 up. 


Both under the direction of 
ROY P. BRAINARD 





Rage In thirty days no more dan- 
druff alp 


Ussues 


Then within a tow w 
hair! Two years 


ck. Sent on F 


ven new life. 
3 luxumant new 
go the discoverer was 


himself _bald.T day his hair is full and 
thi ‘Pree Trial. fhe 


sults or 


no pay. If you have. slegesteley in your, 


home write at once SceFree 


LARSON INSTITUT 


Wabash Ave.Dept. 


start eins. 
Addre: 

$u§é 216 ‘North 

65 Chicago, tt. 





BITTERS 


Use a Tablespoon in a 

Glass of Ginger Ale or 

Water. A Good Tonic 
and Palatable. 








Sample of Bitters by 
mail 25 cts. 


Cc. W. ABBOTT & CO. 
Baltimore, Md. 


THE DEVINNE-HALLENBECK COMPANY, INC., PRINTERS, NEW YORK 
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HOME IS WHERE THE HEART IS 


LIKE whose lays 
Fill this and that forgotten tome, 

I used to sing a lot in praise 
Of home. 


various other bards, 


I used to write the usual con 
About what joy it is to be 

At home, with 
Each knee. 


youngsters perched 


upon 


I rang the changes on the hymn 
About the fireside’s cheerful glare, 

The littke Woman's happy vim, 
Her care. 


To all my verse I strove to give 
The throb that to such work belongs, 


And prospered, till I tried to live 


My songs. 


I hung all day about the house 
And bubbled with domestic zest. 

Till I became unto my 
A pest. 


spouse 


I loitered by the family fire, 
Fulfilling my poetic dream, 

And roused in her a mad desire 
To scream. 


What my experiences have been 
I do not think it wise to say; 

It seems that I was only in 
The way. 


Yet still my little rhymes I jot 
With loving, sentimental 

And still I stay at home, 
So much. 

“‘Listen to the Mocking Bird,"’ by 

Stoddard King (Doubleday, Doran) 


touch, 
but not 


—From 





REVIVED 

always reminds 
us of the old story about Bugs Raymond, the 
The highbrow members 


of the Giants used to guy Raymond a good deal, 


once famous southpaw. 


some of the guying taking the form of the use 
of large Tenney and Mathewson once 
were talking about a pitcher in Kansas City 
who used to pitch part of the game right-handed 
‘‘Why, Bugs,” said 
fellow 
Bugs is alleged 

guy'’d shoot you m a 


in New York World. 


words. 


and part of it left-handed. 
Matty, ‘“‘do you know that 
ambidextrous?’’ ‘‘Sure,’’ 
replied, ‘‘that 
‘—F, P. A., 


is positively 


have 
minute.’ 





OH, NO! NOT REALLY! 
Tue teacher was telling a story to the kindergat- 
ten and interest was intense. 

“So that night the wicked red fox came ane 
stole a chicken. The next night he came ane 
And the next night he 
And’’—dramatc 


stole another chicken. 
came and stole another chicken. 
pause—'‘what do you suppose happened the next 
night?”’ 
*‘Oh, teacher!’’ panted Peter. ‘Did he gt 
another chicken?’’—Ladies’ Home Journal. 





WE imagine all the editors in Italy felt 
under obligation to print Mr. Mussolini's fe 
mark that papers in that country are the freest 


in the world.—Detroit News. 





“Fred S. Thompson, colored, was arrested whea 
detectives found him carrying 27 quarts “. ~ 
whisky and 24 quarts of champagne.”—Tribune. 


THompson? His name's Samson. 
—Chicago Evening Post. 





PACKARD 


’ r ’ r 


“Gules, a cross lozengy between 4 roses 
or. A pelican in her piety.” 


So, in the language of Ancient Heraldry is described 
the Coat of Arms and Crest of the old English Packard 
family, first transplanted to the new world by Samuel 
of that name in the year 1638 via the good ship Diligent 
from Windham. 


It was to be 290 years before that device was shown 
and known to fame in America—adopted with pride 
and as a mark of respect to James Ward Packard, and 
his brother and co-worker William, by the great com- 
pany which they founded and lived to see win world 
leadership in the manufacture of fine cars. 


zu M A N 


W H O 


For it was not in the Packard code to adopt a crest 
without meaning or significance, and the Packards were 
not the men to press their personalities or family in 
the public eye. So for thirty years the characteristic 
Packard radiator has neither borne nor needed a dls- 
tinguishing symbol. 


But now with the passing of Ward and William Packard, 
they who built largely with their own hands the first 
Packard car, the Packard Company has appropriately 
adopted that honorable family’s Coat of Arms 


The Packard Arms will continue to stand for quality, 


taste and integrity—an everpresent pledge that the ideals 
established will always be faithfully upheld. 


Oo WN S O N E 





Arwarer Kent 








THE NEW IDEA 
IN RADIO 


WwW 
All In One, But Only 30 Inches High 


i Atwater Kent brings receiver and speaker together in 
the all-electric 1929 set— in a trim and beautiful cabinet 
that will look well wherever you place it. 

Only 30 inches high, 11 inches deep, 18 inches wide. Just 
the compact size that makes you say “How convenient!” 

It fits cosily into any small space —slips into corners where 
nothing else would do. Suit yourself as to position. Against a 
wall, if you like— but there are no restrictions; Model 52 is 
satin-finished on all four sides and the music comes through a 
speaker grille at the back as well as the front. Use the top as 
a small table if you wish. 

And how you will enjoy listening! Do listen—at an Atwater 
Kent dealer’s. Words cannot describe the purity and depth of 
tone, the ease of selecting programs with the FuLL-vision Dial, 
the constant entertainment such a modern radio brings. 


Atwater Kent makes every part, matches them all for har- Mopet 52. This all-electric set com- 
bines receiver and speaker in a satin- 


ious acti s every Model 52 through 294 te r 
ee cee, Pe oe 8 readies finished shielding cabinet only 30 in- 


inspections during manufacture, to make sure it is worthy. ches high. Without tubes, $117. Prices 
The demand for Atwater Kent Radio (now in 2,000,000 homes) slightly higher west of the Rockies. 
—the facilities of the largest factory—make the price low. 
-/A 
On the air—every Sunday night— Atwater Kent Radio Hour —listen in! 2 


Write tor illustrated booklet of Atwater Kent Radio 7 
re 
oc 





ATWATER KENT MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


4753 Wissahickon Avenue A, Atwater Kent, Pres. Philadelphia, Pa. Ps 








